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INTRODUCTION BY 
H. G. WELLS 


INTRODUCTION 


§ 1 


y wife when she died had written and 

published a few short stories and she 

had collaborated with my youngest son 
in one or two others. But what was printed was 
but a small part of the amount she wrote. I knew 
something of her writing, but not very much, 
because it was her desire to succeed independ- 
ently of my influence. It was her desire to write 
and succeed as herself. Her literary activities 
were not due to any urgent necessity in her na- 
ture. She was not compelled to expression by any 
uncontrollable drive within. Indeed she was by 
temperament rather reserved than expressive. 
But living as she did in an atmosphere of 
continual literary activity, where statement in 
words as finely chosen as possible had a special 
importance, her natural inhibition of comment 
even to herself, was gradually broken down and 
she began to write, first, I think, to see what it 
was she herself was really thinking and feeling 
about life, and then to convey this, not perhaps 
to the world at large, but to some imagined 
closely sympathetic reader. She did not write 
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for me, though she did her best to make me feel 
and to feel herself that I was not excluded. She 
shrank from publicity; nevertheless she began to 
think more and more of publication. She sent 
her work to various periodicals from a differ- 
ent address and through various agents so as not 
to be identified with me. Her imaginary reader 
never materialized and I think would not have 
been particularly welcome if he had materialized. 
She was seeking expression for something that she 
realized she herself did not completely grasp and 
probably she would have been violently repelled 
by any assurances of understanding. 

This shy and withdrawn authorship of hers 
began quite early in her married life but it be- 
came much more extensive and deliberate in 
later years. She sought her own proper forms 
and phrasing with peculiar effort because for the 
first twenty years of our life together she had 
been accustomed to act as my secretary and typ- 
ist, and so her mind had acquired many habits 
and prepossessions about method that she shook 
off with difficulty. Yet I think the reader of the 
pages that follow will agree with me that she 
did at last achieve a delicately characteristic 
style. She has given in this series of stories and 
in these scraps of verse the quality of a mood, 
a state of mind, a phase of personality rather 
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intangible, inaggressive yet resistant, not forci- 
ble in any way but clear, clean, sweet and very 
very fine in its texture. This aspect of her per- 
sonality is pervaded by a certain wistful mel- 
ancholy; it is in the mood of very still land- 
scapes, bright yet touched by the softness of 
evening, and pity broods upon it. Desire is there, 
but it is not active aggressive desire. It is a desire 
for beauty and sweet companionship. There is 
a lover, never seen, never verified, elusively at 
the heart of this desire. Frustration haunts this 
desire. And also fear is never far away, an elv- 
ish fear like the fear of a child’s dream. Such 
is the mood in which nearly all these pieces were 
written. Whenever my wife sat down alone to 
Write it is manifest that very speedily that phase 
of her mind returned. I doubt if it was even a 
prevalent phase in her complex and subtle com- 
position. But it was rooted very deeply in her 
character, it must I think have been the normal 
atmosphere of her girlish reveries, and however 
overlaid and set aside in her actively living hours 
it came to the surface so soon as she was alone 
with herself. 

I have put forth this book under the name of 
Catherine Wells, of set intention; it was the 
name she used invariably in her writings, but it 
was not her full name (which was Amy Cather- 
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ine) nor was it the name by which she was best 
known to her friends. I had thrust upon her and 
she had been ready and willing to wear for every- 
day use and our common purposes a congenial 
presentation of herself that we had christened 
“Jane.” To most of our friends and acquaint- 
ances she was Jane and nothing else. They hardly 
caught a glimpse of Catherine. Jane was a per- 
son of much greater practical ability than Cath- 
erine. She was the tangible Catherine and made 
decisions freely, while Catherine herself stayed 
in the background amiably aloof. Jane ordered 
a house well and was an able “shopper”; she 
helped people in difficulties and stood no non- 
sense from the plumber. Her medicine cup- 
board at home was prepared for all occasions. 
She had gone through a Red Cross course so as 
to be competent in domestic emergencies. She 
had a file of shop addresses where things needed 
could be bought. Her garden was a continually 
glowing success and she was a member of the 
Royal Horticultural Society and kept a garden 
book and a diary to check and improve her 
methods. Every year the gardeners were packed 
off to the Chelsea show. She transacted and in- 
vested for her unhelpful uncertain husband, and 
she was wise and wary in his affairs and a search- 
light of honesty and clear but kindly illumina- 
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tion in his world. Nonsensical people fled 
her quiet eye. One particular sort of nonsensical 
people she had dealt with specially and reduced 
to orderly subjection and those were the vague 
race of translators and would-be translators who 
entangle and obscure authors in foreign lands. 
For them she had devised a method and a stand- 
ard agreement and built up a system of relation- 
ship abroad that no literary agent could better. 
That was Jane. 

Certainly there was such a Jane about in my 
life. I cannot tell how much I owe her. But in- 
deed my wife was neither Jane, which was her 
working and practically developed self, nor 
Catherine, which was the name of her personal 
reverie and of her literary life. She was both of 
them and many more as the lights about her 
changed. 


§ 2 


To recall the facets of this being, whose 
Catherine personality is presented by these fine 
spirited and to my mind, very charming writ- 
ings, is to go over the tale of adventures we 
have had together for nearly five and thirty 
years. I have been more retrospective in the past 
six months than in all my life before. I give here 
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a portrait of her dating from about the time of 
our first meeting. That is Miss Robbins, her first 
facet. There one sees the person who came into 
the cramming classes I conducted in practical 
biology, for candidates for the London Bache- 
lor of Science examinations. She was wearing 
mourning then for her father, who had recently 
been killed by accident on the railway; he had 
left no property worth speaking of and she was 
struggling to secure a degree in order to become 
a schoolmistress and earn a living for her mother 
and herself. 

I thought her then a very sweet and valiant 
little figure indeed, with her schoolgirl satchel 
of books and a very old-fashioned unwieldly 
microscope someone had lent her, and I soon 
came to think her the most wonderful thing in 
my life. I was a crude, hard young man in those 
days, who had got a fairly good London Uni- 
versity degree by way of a studentship at the 
Royal College of Science, I was widely but irreg- 
ularly read, suggestions from Shelley and Hux- 
ley interwove with strands from Carlyle, Mor- 
ris and Henry George, and my worldly and so- 
cial experience was somewhere about the level 
of my Mr. Lewisham’s. I was at war with the 
world and by no means sure that I should win. 
I held extreme religious, social and _ political 
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opinions that shut me out from ordinary school 
work, and I found a satisfaction in beating the 
regular University teachers in their own exam- 
inations. Very soon this new pupil became the 
embodiment of all the understanding and quality 
I desired in life. We talked—over our frogs and 
rabbits. The cramming organization for which 
I worked had published an expansion of my 
teaching notes as a Text-Book of Biology copi- 
ously but blottesquely illustrated by myself. She 
drew so much more firmly and clearly than I did, 
that I got her to redraw all my diagrams for a 
second edition. Our friendship grew swiftly be- 
yond the bounds of friendship and I was amazed 
to find that she could care for me as much as I 
did for her. When I told her I had smashed a 
kidney at football and lost a large part of one 
lung, that seemed to her merely a reason for 
immediate action. I do not think either of us 
expected to live ten years. But we meant to live 
every minute there was for us to live. We were 
the most desperate of lovers; we launched our- 
selves upon our life together with less than fifty 
pounds between us and absolute disaster, and we 
pulled through. We never begged nor borrowed, 
we never cheated, and we worked and paid our 
way first into a position of security and then to 
real prosperity. 
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And I seem to remember now that we did it 
with a very great deal of gaiety. 

As I look back over those early years together, 
I find the grave little figure in mourning whom 
one auspicious afternoon I had discovered await- 
ing me in my laboratory changing by the 
most imperceptible degrees into the companion 
of an easier life in a broadening world. Jane de- 
veloped and Catherine began to appear. Thirty 
years ago we went abroad for the first time. It 
was our first holiday and a plain intimation that 
we were getting the upper hand in our struggle 
for existence. We went straight through to Rome 
where George Gissing had promised to show us 
the sights. Rome in those days was still mellow 
and beautiful. Afterwards we went on alone to 
Naples and Capri and came back by way of 
Florence to England. My wife could be not only 
the most trustworthy and active of helpers but 
also the most appreciative of petted companions, 
and on this and many other journeys, work was 
set aside and I managed the trunks and the lug- 
gage and she beamed happily upon the sub- 
servient spectacle. We armed ourselves with 
sheets of the Siegfried map and went to walk in 
Switzerland, not to climb but seeking snowy and 
lonely paths. She fell in love with the Alps and 
we planned and carried out long tramps over the 
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passes and down into Italy. We would slip away 
from our home at Folkestone for a fortnight or 
so, going, often in June before the main holiday 
crowd and just as the inns were reopening. So we 
found spring flowers and unspoilt smiles. 

The passion for high places took hold of her. 
I was never much of a climber because of my re- 
stricted lung and kidney surfaces, and after the 
war I was no good at it at all, but then my sons 
were growing up and she would go with them, 
developing a greater ambition every year. All 
I saw of that side of her after the war was the 
triumphant snapshots she sent me. She would 
toil through long excursions upon foot or upon 
skis, never going very fast or brilliantly but 
never giving up, a little indefatigable smiling 
figure, dusted with the snow of her not infre- 
quent tumbles. I would write to her from among 
my agaves and olive orchards and she would 
answer from her snows and afterwards we would 
trace together upon those nice brown explicit 
Swiss maps, the expeditions she had made or still 
proposed to make. 


§ 3 


We had no children for some years because we 
thought our outlook too precarious to inflict its 
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risks upon other lives than our own. But when 
we had built a house for ourselves, got a thou- 
sand pounds put by and IJ had found an insurance 
company that did not regard my little misad- 
ventures with lung and kidney too pessimistic- 
ally, we thought it time to launch a family. We 
had two sons. She fought for the life of the 
first of them and for her own life for more than 
four and twenty dreadful hours. She seemed a 
very little fragile thing in that battle and ‘then 
it was, I fear, that the seed of her death was sown 
in her. 

But now beside Jane and Catherine a third 
main strand of her personality became impor- 
tant. Our house became a home when the voice 
of that hopeful young biologist, Mr. G. P. Wells, 
pervaded it, and I suppose it was his practice 
which determined that the new aspect of my 
wife should be called “Mummy.” But the real 
importance of Mummy came gradually. In the 
earlier years of our parentage very much of the 
care of our children could be entrusted to a skil- 
ful nurse and a capable governess. My wife 
watched over our boys’ temperatures and be- 
haviour and we met them for perhaps an hour 
a day and saw to it that they learnt to speak 
plainly, count straight and draw freely, and 
liked us as playfellows. But as they became 


Jane Among Her Mounta 


Ins 


INTRODUCTION 13 


schoolboys there developed much more com- 
panionship and intimacy between them and 
Mummy. They brought home their friends from 
school and Cambridge and Mummy became the 
centre of a bright fresh world of youths and 
young men. 

A marked characteristic of this Mummy, 
which neither Jane nor Catherine displayed, was 
considerable histrionic ability. Mummy in her 
later years was a most gay, inventive and amus- 
ing actress. Many of our friends must remember 
the funny and yet consistent little figures she 
could evoke; her terrible detective with one 
wildly glaring eye, between his turned-up coat- 
collar and his turned-down hat, her series of 
venomous old ladies, from pew-openers and 
charwoman to duchesses, with their astonishing 
and convulsing asides, her queenly personages 
with the strangest of Victorian hats and a sub- 
lime dignity, her Mrs. Noah, murmuring her 
secret anxieties about “‘the cost of it all,” and 
“how-ever” she would “keep ’em all clean,” her 
anxious maternal care of a succession of enor- 
mous and generally unsuitable children. 

Charades had played an exhilarating rdéle in 
our lives for many years. In the beginning we 
had had to fight the world very much alone; 
we had had few acquaintances, and fewer friends, 
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and kept little company. We talked a lot of non- 
sense and had many jokes to help ourselves 
through those austerer days. Of that there is no 
telling. But as soon as we began to prosper and 
meet miscellaneous people we relaxed into social 
play very gladly. It was in ’97 or ’98 in a little 
house we occupied at Sandgate that we found 
congenial next-door neighbours, a Mr. Arthur 
Popham and his wife, with two jolly children, 
and a coming and going of pleasant cousins and 
other friends, and could for the first time “play 
the fool’ and release our human disposition to 
mimicry and mockery in a roomful of people. 
“Dumb crambo” was the earliest form of our 
dramatic expression. Then for some reason we 
took to shadow shows. These shadow shows 
dropped out of our practice long since, but in 
those days they were of sufficient importance to 
make us stipulate, when we built ourselves Spade 
House at Sandgate, for an archway in the middle 
of a room which would give sufficient depth be- 
hind the white sheet for expanding and dimin- 
ishing shadows. Afterwards we turned to cha- 
rades, dumb or spoken, to impersonations of 
various sorts, to burlesques of current plays and 
to suddenly invented plays of our own. Some- 
times we did scenes of travel or “moral instruc- 
tion,” scenes illustrating the unpleasantness of 
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wickedness and the charms of virtue. Often we 
drew upon history, sacred or profane. The boys 
grew up into a tradition of rapidly improvised 
drama, and took an increasingly important share 
in this fun, and Mummy got better at it and 
better. 

I turn over my memories of these freakish 
quaint affairs, into which people threw them- 
selves with astonishing zest. A great melodrama 
at Sandgate, with a Thames Embankment scene 
and a doped race-horse (Popham was the front 
half) all complete, returns to me out of the early 
days; Ford Madox Hueffer was the sole croupier 
at a green table in a marvellous Monte Carlo 
scene and Jane was a gambling duchess of en- 
tirely reckless habits. Then come certain travel 
pictures at Hampstead, with H. W. Nevinson as 
the most Teutonic of railway porters proclaim- 
ing the trains at the waiting-room door, and 
Jane as a greatly encumbered mother with an 
equally tiny Dolly Radford as her nurse, and a 
string of vast, crumby, bun-eating children in 
white socks, bare calves, straw hats on the backs 
of their heads and spades and buckets, and no 
end of luggage. One of these infants, I remem- 
ber, was my friend E. S. P. Haynes and another 
was W. R. Titterton, and when at last the proper 
train was announced, Jane brought down the 
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house by turning to Dolly and saying, with a 
finger pointing to Haynes, “You carry Sieg- 
fried,” and waiting with a testy hatred on her 
face for her order to be obeyed. 

Lord Olivier was always a great success with 
us, playing the infant Moses with touching real- 
ism to Jane’s Pharaoh’s daughter, and also doing 
a very mighty Sampson with a sheepskin mat of 
hair. The present, from Philip Guedalla, of a 
formidable-looking iron thing for cooking 
griddle cakes turned our thoughts for a time to 
hell. ““Nancy Parsons,” who is now Lady Mercy 
Dean, queened it among the damned and the 
role Jane invented for herself was a quietly peev- 
ish grumbler with a book of regulations and a 
tariff of torment, of whom the presiding fiend 
went in manifest horror. “But, Sir!”’ she urged, 
finger on the regulation in question. It was a 
quite new terror added to hell. 

But I could fill a whole book with such mem- 
ories. From first to last hundreds of people must 
have passed through the fires of these charades 
of ours. The figures crowd upon me, peeping out 
one behind the other, like that mighty constella- 
tion of stars, painted upon the drop scene of the 
London Coliseum—Arnold Bennett, Sir Fred- 
erick Keeble, Lillah M’Carthy, Basil Dean, Noel 
Coward, Roger Fry. as a skeleton with white pa- 
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per bones on black tights, Clutton Brock as a 
Prussian general, Philip Snowden (his first and 
only dramatic appearance) very wicked as an 
elderly raja dealing with concession hunters, and 
still more wicked in a crimson skull-cap as a 
pope, and Frank Hodges in a white apron and 
with an armful of tankards as the unscrupulous 
landlord of an unscrupulous inn. The late George 
Mair was a wonderful missionary of the less at- 
tractive kind and Frank Swinnerton a terrible 
man about town. Sir Harry Johnson created a 
marvellous Noah and Charlie Chaplin created 
a still more marvellous Noah on entirely differ- 
ent lines. But every figure I recall brings yet 
others with it. I cannot even name a tithe of 
them. And through all this tangle of cheery bur- 
lesque goes my wife, gravely radiant and inde- 
fatigable. She had accumulated presses full of 
gaily coloured “‘dressing-up” garments and her 
instinct for effect was unerring. 

All this charade business she made at last en- 
tirely hers. At first I suppose I supplied some 
initiatives, but she was so much more full and 
thorough about it, and my boys brought such 
enthusiasm into it, that gradually I dropped out 
of any share in the management and became a 
delighted spectator. I could never tell what odd 
little novelty she had plotted when she came on. 
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She never lost the gift of surprising me into 
laughter and admiration. I cannot say how com- 
pletely I feel now that this quaint and various 
volume of happy nonsense has closed for me for 
ever. 

It has closed for ever because it was her life so 
much more than mine. The old place may con- 
tinue as the home of a new generation, but for 
me now it is no more than a nest of memories. 
I could write on, in the same tone of happy 
reminiscence, of a score of other aspects of that 
home life she created and which was so distinc- 
tively hers. Charades were after all only the typi- 
cal fun of a great variety of kindred relaxations. 
She had a passion for improvised dancing, and we 
had a big barn to dance in; and she and my boys 
produced several plays in the village theatre. 
Our week-ends would gather the most incon- 
gruous people; they would arrive on Saturday 
afternoon a little aloof and distrustful of one an- 
other; they would depart on Monday magically 
fused, having ‘dressed up,’ danced, acted, 
walked, played and helped get the Sunday sup- 
per. She never dominated, but she pervaded the 
place with such a sense of goodwill, such an un- 
qualified ardour for happiness, that the coldest 
warmed and the stiffest relaxed. 

All that was in the normal order of things less 
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than a year ago. I recall the bright atmosphere 
of coming and going, the variety of visitors 
about the tea-tables in the garden house, the lit 
windows at night sending out shafts of acid 
green light upon the lawns and bushes, the 
warmth of movement and laughter. The curtain 
has come down on all that pleasant scene and 
never more shall I revive it. It has gone now as 
far beyond recall as our first shy talks in my 
smaller classroom at Red Lion Square or our 
valiant struggles up the steep passes to which the 
exciting zigzags of the Siegfried map had 
lured us. 

“What fun we have had!” wrote one old 
friend, and that must be the epitaph upon her 
social self. 


§ 4 


With all this, I realize, I am telling little that 
is essential about my wife. I am writing about 
facets, of this aspect and of that aspect she pre- 
sented to the world. I am skirting round a per- 
sonality which was in its intimacy extraor- 
dinarily shy and elusive. Jane Wells and 
“Mummy” and the mistress of Easton Glebe 
were known to scores of friends, but my knowl- 
edge went deeper. There was something behind 
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these smiling masks that Catherine Wells was 
seeking to express, and did at last in some of these 
brief pieces express very perfectly. In the silent 
light of the reading-lamp, writing what might 
never be printed, she could search for her very 
self. 

I have told of how we two defied the current 
wisdom of the world and won, with Shelley and 
Huxley and a profound contempt for the timid- 
ities and hypocrisies of the time, among our 
common inspirations. What is more difficult to 
tell is our slow discovery of the profoundest 
temperamental differences between us and of 
the problems these differences created for us. 
Fundamental to my wife’s nature was a passion 
for happiness and lovely things. She was before 
everything else gentle and sweet. She worshipped 
beauty. For her, beauty was something very 
definite, a precious jewel to be discovered and 
treasured. For me beauty is incidental, so surely 
a part of things that one need not be directly 
concerned about it. I am a far less stable crea- 
ture than she was, with a driving quality that 
holds my instabilities together. I have more drive 
than strength, and little patience; I am hasty and 
incompetent about much of the detailed busi- 
ness of life because I put too large a proportion 
of my available will and energy into issues that 
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dominate me. Only in that way do I seem able 
to get on with these issues that dominate me. I 
have to overwork, with all the penalties of over- 
working in loss of grace and finish, to get my 
work done. In all this we were in the completest 
contrast and inevitably we strained against each 
other. 

I think that young people nowadays must get 
a very considerable help in their adjustments 
from the suggestions of modern psychological 
science. Its analysis of motive and behaviour 
makes enormously for understanding and char- 
ity. But in our time psychology was still mainly 
a shallow and unserviceable intellectualism. We 
had to work out our. common problem very 
largely by the light nature had given us. And 
I am appalled to reflect how much of the pa- 
tience, courage and sacrifice of our compromises 
came from her. Never once do I remember her 
romancing a situation into false issues. We had 
two important things in our favour, first that 
we had a common detestation not only of false- 
hood but of falsity, and secondly, that we had 
the sincerest affection and respect for each other. 
There again the feat was hers. It was an easy 
thing for me to keep my faith in her sense of 
fair play and her perfect generosity. She never 
told a lie. To the end I would have taken her 
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word against all other witnesses in the world. 
But she managed to sustain her belief that I was 
worth living for, and that was a harder task, 
while I made my way through a tangle of moods 
and impulses that were quite outside her instinc- 
tive sympathy. She stuck to me so sturdily that 
in the end I stuck to myself. I do not know what 
I should have been without her. She stabilized 
my life. She gave it a home and dignity. She 
preserved its continuity. Not without incessant 
watchfulness and toil. I have a hundred mem- 
ories of an indefatigable typist carrying on her 
work in spite of a back-ache; of a grave judicial 
proof-reader in a garden shelter, determined that 
no slovenliness should escape her; of a resolute 
little person, clear-headed but untrained in busi- 
ness method, battling steadfastly with the per- 
plexities of our accumulating accounts and keep- 
ing her grip on them. 

Our temperamental differences were reflected 
in our convictions. Though she helped and sus- 
tained me with her utmost strength and loyalty, 
I do not think she believed very strongly in my 
beliefs. She accepted them, but she could have 
done without them. I am extravagantly obsessed 
by the thing that might be, and impatient with 
the present; I want to go ahead of Father Time 
with a scythe of my own; I have a faith in hu- 
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man possibilities which has become the core of 
my life; but she was much more acquiescent and 
attentive to the thing that is. She was more real- 
ist than I am and less creative. She was more 
aware of the loveliness of things and the sor- 
rowfulness and cruelty in things. She admired 
more than I did, she kept and cherished more 
than I did, and she pitied much more than I did. 
Her philosophy was more stoical than mine, be- 
cause she could neither hope nor be angry in my 
fashion. And when that is understood, then I 
think you have the key to the feeling of wistful 
loveliness that touches such stories here as “The 
Emerald,” “The Beautiful House” and ‘The 
Fugitives,” with their peculiar beauty. 

Pity and habitual helpfulness were very char- 
acteristic of her. She was watchful for the feel- 
ings and humiliations and perplexities of every- 
one about her. She was alive to the discomforts 
caused by neglected teeth or troublesome minor 
ailments to poor people, and she would seize 
every opportunity of having matters put right 
for them. The timely good dentist or the timely 
good oculist may change a faltering life to a 
happy and successful one, and more than once 
or twice she saw that it did. And she would think 
of agreeable presents—a small motor car, a 
gramophone, a pianola, for households where 
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these particular things were just inaccessible. She 
became a very skilful giver of presents; a timely 
holiday for a fagged worker, a new dress for 
someone confronted by a social demand. She 
was always trying to find the perfect present 
that would help deaf people, but that is still to 
be invented. After the war we produced a book, 
the Outline of History. We did not expect it to 
be a profitable book, but we felt it had to be 
done, and there was no one in sight to do it. 
We were not particularly equipped for the task 
and it meant huge toil for both of us. We would 
work at Easton long after midnight, making 
notes from piles of books or writing up and typ- 
ing notes. But this task turned out far more 
profitable to us than anyone could have dreamt. 
I do not think my wife ever thought for a mo- 
ment of any personal use to be made of this en- 
richment. She liked people in a cheerful mood 
and a pleasant receptive home, but she had no 
trace of social ambition in her nature. She liked 
pretty clothes—and sometimes pretty clothes are 
costly—but she lacked entirely the instinct for 
display. She had hardly any jewels and never 
wanted any. But now that we really had sur- 
plus funds she made her obscure and tender bene- 
factions more systematic. Probably of very many 
of them I know nothing, for we kept our money 
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in a common account, and the administration 
was completely in her hands. She would consult 
me about any expenditure that was “serious,” 
but not about smaller things when she felt sure 
I would approve. And moreover, for occasions 
when my harder heart might not be in agree- 
ment, she had a fund of her own. 

Pity, generosity, the love of beautiful things, 
of noble thoughts and liberal actions! How fine 
she was in the unobtrusive silences of her na- 
ture! And above all she had courage. It was 
destined to be tested to the utmost. For five 
months of gathering discomfort she faced an in- 
evitable death and her heart did not fail her. 


§ 5 


Death we had to watch drawing nearer to her 
for five months, but the first intimation of that 
grim advance came to us as an absolute surprise, 
We had always thought that things would be the 
other way about; that I was more likely to die 
first and perhaps unexpectedly. So we had ar- 
ranged our affairs as far as possible to ease the 
blow of my withdrawal. Our home at Easton 
was so contrived that if instead of one of my 
frequent absences—for every winter for some 
time I have gone abroad after the sunshine— 
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there came an absence with no end to it, every- 
thing would go on, as it had always gone on. In 
January of this last year she was with our young- 
est son and his betrothed at Arosa and I was 
in the easier air of the Riviera. In March we 
were together in Paris for a pleasant week, when 
I gave a lecture at the Sorbonne and such charm- 
ing people as Madame Curie and Professor Per- 
rin made much of her. She had looked forward 
to that visit and it was characteristic of her that 
she secretly took a course of lessons to revive her 
French before coming and so surprised everyone 
by her fluency. We came back to London and 
she seemed a little out of sorts. Neither of us 
thought that there was anything seriously wrong 
with her. I went abroad again for a motoring 
holiday, but before I left I made her promise to 
see a doctor. 

My elder son departed to France also, on his 
honeymoon.’ We came back post haste to the 
telegram of my younger son. She had gone 
through an exploratory operation without let- 
ting me know anything of its nature and the sur- 
geons had discovered that she had inoperable 
cancer, very far gone and diffused, that left her 
hardly six months more to live. : 

She knew that quite clearly when I returned 
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to her. She had questioned the doctors and 
obliged them to tell her. Seeing that they seemed 
sorry, they told me, she did her best to comfort 
them. “I know you cannot help it,” she said. 
“There is nothing for you to be unhappy about.” 

We tried a foolish X-ray cure of which the 
least said the better. Then we sat down to make 
the best of life before the shadow reached her. 
And so clear and steadfast was her mind that 
we did contrive to win interest and happiness 
out of a great proportion of those hundred and 
fifty days. At first we hoped for a considerable 
recovery of strength but she never really got 
over the exhaustion caused by the X-ray while 
she was still weakened by her operation. For a 
few weeks she could walk up and down stairs 
at Easton, but then she had to be carried in a 
chair. We found a wonderful chair for out-of- 
doors, with big wheels with pneumatic tyres and 
good springs, and in this she could go quite con- 
siderable distances, into my neighbour’s gardens 
at Easton Lodge and about the Park. For a time 
she could endure a well-sprung car and we paid 
a round of calls upon our friends and even went 
off for some days to an hotel at Felixstowe, when 
she had a craving to see the sea. The garden she 
had made at Easton flowered to perfection. The 
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friends she cared for came to see her and she 
would hold a kind of reception on the tennis 
courts and laugh and applaud. 

She read abundantly and we got a lot out of 
music, bringing all the resources of the gramo- 
phone world to her. Some of the new records 
are marvellously delicate and expressive. We 
would sit about together in the sunshine listening 
to Beethoven, Bach, Purcell and Mozart, and 
later, as she grew weaker and less capable of sus- 
tained attention, we would sit side by side in 
silence in the dusk and find loveliness and in- 
terest in watching a newly-lit wood fire burn up 
from the first blue flickerings. 

She put all her affairs in order clearly and 
methodically. Day by day she weakened but her 
mind never lost its integrity. It is one of the 
dreadful possibilities of such an illness that the 
increasing poison in the blood poisons the mind 
so that it is afflicted with strange fears and un- 
natural hostilities, and for that last horror I 
tried to prepare my mind. Nothing of that sort 
darkened those last days. But the lucid times 
contracted. More and more of the twenty-four 
hours was taken up in sleep and drugged endur- 
ance. 

At first, she would be very gay at her break- 
fast when I went in to her and the nurses would 
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have her about in the garden by eleven or so. 
Then came a time when she began the day by 
coming down to lunch and slept through the 
afternoon, and had only between teatime and 
bedtime for animation. She wasted and became 
very thin, but with a strange emaciated pretti- 
ness that somehow recalled her girlish face. She 
shrank to be a very little thing indeed. She was 
sedulous not to look haggard or dreadful or be 
in any way distressing to those who saw her. She 
spent an hour or more with her hairdresser from 
London within a month of her death, having 
her still pretty hair waved and put in order. She 
dressed with care until she could dress no longer. 

To the very last she “carried on.” She was 
ordering new roses to replace some that had 
failed in her garden within a fortnight of the 
end. On September the 24th she had a tree felled 
that darkened the servants’ bedrooms, and 
watched the felling. It was her last time in the 
garden. I was not there; I had gone to London 
to fetch a specialist from Paris, who might add, 
I thought, to her comfort. The nurses told me 
that when the tree crashed she turned away and 
would not look. : 

A great weariness crept upon her. She became 
more and more ready for the night, when an 
opiate put her into a contented sleep. She liked 
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life still, but with a relaxing hold. She told me 
she was ready now to sleep for ever. She was 
very anxious I should not grieve for her and that 
I should feel sure I had made her happy. One 
thing held her still to life. She was very fond of 
our younger son, Frank and the sweetheart he 
had chosen in his undergraduate days, and she 
wanted to see them married. The three of them 
had spent some cheerful times together in Swit- 
zerland and Italy. She ordered a wedding break- 
fast for the occasion. She would not let anyone 
else do that. She could not come to the church 
but she hoped she might be carried down to sit 
at table. It was to be upon the seventh of Oc- 
tober. That date reminded her of the birthday of 
a little niece and a present she had bought for 
her in the Burlington Arcade and stowed away. 
She had that hunted out and sent off. Then on 
the sixth she began to sink very rapidly. She 
lay still and we thought she was insensible. But 
she heard the sound of my son’s car as it came 
under her window on the way to the garage. 
He had come back from his work in London for 
his wedding on the morrow. She had been wait- 
ing for that familiar sound. She revived. She 
knew him and her weak caress fluttered over him 
and she said something indistinct to him about 
the wedding. Then her attention faded out. She 
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spoke no more, she became a breathing body 
from which all token of recognition had de- 
parted, and an hour or so later, with her unre- 
sponsive hand in mine, she ceased to breathe. 

The wedding seemed so much the completion 
of her life that we resolved to carry it out. We 
changed the hour from eleven to nine so as to 
avoid any gathering of people. We drove down 
through the morning sunshine to the old parish 
church of Dunmow to meet the bride and her 
parents, and after the ceremony, the two young 
people went off together into the world and I and 
my elder son and his wife returned to our home. 

The white and purple Michaelmas daisies were 
glorious that October morning. It seemed in- 
credible that I could not take in a great armful 
for her to see. 


§ 6 


Among the last wishes she scribbled in a little 
memorandum book a few days before her death, 
she wrote very distinctly, “I desire that my body 
be cremated,” and signed it with a resolute 
flourish. I think she feared there might be some 
legal impediment unless her own words could be 
produced. 

Circumstances conspired to make that last 
scene a very beautiful one. I had dreaded it 
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greatly, for I have few memories of such serv- 
ices that are not touched with something bleak 
and hard. I had to set about finding a secular 
form for the occasion if my mind was not to be 
offended once again by the Corinthian clever- 
nesses of St. Paul, which constitute the substance 
of the standard Anglican ceremony. I consulted 
Dr. Hayward and he gave me a little book of 
funeral addresses prepared by F. J. Gould. One 
of those I chose, and then began to alter. In the 
end I altered it greatly. I altered it, not because 
I thought I could improve it, but because I kept 
finding some new way of fitting it more closely 
to this special occasion. I wrote in it and wrote 
upon it until at last hardly anything was left 
of it except certain quotations and the general 
shape. It became almost entirely a personal tes- 
timony, and these quotations and the reflections 
associated with them stand out in it like a por- 
tion of some preceding building incorporated, 
but not completely identified, in a new edifice. 
Dr. T. E. Page read this address. He sat at a 
desk facing the little grey coffin from which all 
the flowers and wreaths had been removed and 
piled aside, and he read very clearly and well to 
a considerable gathering of our friends. We had 
circulated her expressed wish that no mourning 
should be worn for her, and so all these kind and 


INTRODUCTION 33 


friendly and sorrowful people came exactly 
themselves and not odd and disguised in unfa- 
miliar black. It made the assembly much more 
intimate and touching. There were old associ- 
ates and friends to recall every stage in our five 
and thirty years together, and many must have 
taken pains to come and have set other things 
aside, for the notice given had been very short. 

We stood while Mr. Reginald Paul, who was 
the organist on this occasion, played César 
Franck’s ‘‘Piéce Héroique” and then we seated 
ourselves and Dr. Page read these words: 

“We have come together in this chapel to-day 
to greet for the last time our very dear friend, 
Catherine Wells. 

“We meet in great sadness, for her death came 
in the middle season of her life when we could all 
have hoped for many more years of her brave and 
sweet presence among us. She died a victim of 
cancer, that still unconquered enemy of human 
happiness. For months her strength faded, but 
not her courage nor her kindness. 'To the end 
she faced her destiny with serenity and with a 
gentle unfailing smile for those who ministered 
to her. 

“Tt would be foolish to pretend that this event 
does not bring home to us very vividly a sense of 
the extreme brevity of life for all mankind. The 
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days of man ‘are as grass,’ said the Psalmist; and 
again, ‘The days of our age are threescore years 
and ten, and though men be so strong that they 
come to fourscore years, yet is their strength then 
but labour and sorrow; so soon passeth it away 
and we are gone.’ Nevertheless we may learn 
from such lives as this that a precious use can 
be made of brief days and that the courage of a 
loving Stoicism is proof against despair. 

“This was a life freed from all supernatural 
terrors and superstitious illusions. To-day few 
are troubled by evil imaginations of what may 
lie beyond this peace and silence that has come 
upon our friend. This dear career is now like a 
task accomplished, a tale of years lived bravely 
and generously and gone now beyond reach of 
any corruption. And though the dark shadow of 
her interruption and cessation lies athwart our 
minds to-day, it is a shadow out of which we can 
pass. We can think of the worth of such living 
as hers gladly even in the face of death. There 
is much wisdom and comfort for us in these 
words of Spinoza’s: ‘The free man thinks of 
nothing so little as of death and his wisdom is a 
meditation not upon death but upon life.’ 

“The city of the living world is a perennial 
city, founded deep in the immemorial past and 
towering up in the future to heights beyond our 
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vision, its walls fashioned like a mosaic out of 
lives such as this one. It could not be and its 
hope could not be, except for the soundness and 
rightness of such lives. All brave lives have been 
lived for ever. The world of human achievement 
exists in them and through them; in them it has 
its being and its hope, and in it also they con- 
tinue, deathless, a perpetual conquest over the 
grave and over the sting of death. 

“Some lives stand out upon headlands and are 
beacons for all mankind. But some, more lovely 
and more precious, shine in narrower places and 
come only by chance gleams and reflections to 
the knowledge of the outer world. So it was with 
our friend. The best and sweetest of her is known 
only to one or two of us: subtle and secret, it 
can never be told. Faithful, gentle, wise, and self- 
forgetful, she upheld another who mourns her 
here to-day: to him she gave her heart and her 
youth and the best of her brave life, through 
good report and evil report and the stresses and 
mischances of our difficult and adventurous 
world. She was a noble wife, a happy mother, and 
the maker of a free and kindly and hospitable 
home. She was perhaps too delicately inaggres- 
sive for wide and abundant friendships, but her 
benevolence was widespread and incessant. She 
watched to seize opportunities for unobtrusive 


36 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


good deeds. No one could give the full record 
of her tender half-apologetic gifts, her generous 
help, her many benefactions, for no one knows 
them all. She thought that a good deed talked 
about or even held in memory lost half its worth. 
She was great-minded. She could forgive in- 
gratitude and bore no resentment for a slight. 
Never was a single word of ungracious judgment 
passed by her. ‘Poor dears,’ she would say, ‘Poor 
silly dears,’ when some ugly story or the report 
of some vindictive quarrel came to her, for it 
seemed to her that evil acts must be painful and 
shameful even to the doer. She was a fountain 
of pity and mercy, except to herself. For herself 
she was ever exacting. Truth was in her texture; 
never did she tell a lie nor do any underhand act. 
She had a great affection for beautiful and grace- 
ful things, and her taste seemed to grow finer 
with the years. Of natural things she most loved 
the roses of her cherished garden and sunlight 
upon mountain snows. .. . 

*“No more will she see the flowers and the sun, 
and the pain and increasing weakness of these 
last months also are at an end for her, but the 
spirit of her life lives with us still, she is still 
among us, a spirit of pity and kindness, honour 
and merciful integrity, in the memories of all 
who knew her. 


INTRODUCTION 37 


“And now her dear body must pass from our 
sight towards the consuming flames. Her life was 
a star, fire goes to fire and light to light. She re- 
turns to the furnace of material things from 
which her life was drawn. But within our hearts 
she rests enshrined and, in the woven fabric of 
things accomplished, she lives for ever.” 


Here the reader paused and the coffin passed 
slowly through the doors leading to the furnace 
chamber. As it did so all the congregation stood 
and remained standing. The doors closed and 
the voice of the reader resumed: 

“We have committed our beloved to the flames 
and soon there will be but a few ashes, as a relic 
of the form we knew and loved. 

“And as we stand here, we whose bodies must 
presently follow hers into that same peace and 
that same dispersal, let us think for a moment of 
the use or the misuse we may make of the time 
that yet remains for us. 

“And may the memory of this gentle starry 
spirit be a talisman to hold us to charity, faith- 
fulness, and generosity of living.” 

The reading ceased. The great arch of the cre- 
matorium chapel was open upon a wide space 
of garden glowing with flowers in the serene 
sunshine of a perfect October afternoon. The 
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stillness of everything outside gave it an air of 
expectation. As one close friend of hers said to 
me, it was as though at any moment she might 
have come in upon us with her garden basket 
and those red-handled shears of hers upon her 
arm, smiling as she was wont to smile. When the 
last words of the address had been pronounced, 
Mr. Paul played Bach’s ‘“‘Passacaglia,” a piece she 
had greatly loved. 

I should have made no attempt to follow the 
coffin had not Bernard Shaw who was standing 
next to me said to me: ““Take the boys and go 
behind. It’s beautiful.” 

When I seemed to hesitate he whispered. “I 
saw my mother burnt there. You'll be glad if 
you go.” 

That was a wise counsel and I am very grateful 
for it. I beckoned to my two sons and we went 
together to the furnace room. The little coffin 
lay on a carriage outside the furnace doors. These 
opened. Inside one saw an oblong chamber whose 
fire-brick walls glowed with a dull red heat. The 
coffin was pushed slowly into the chamber and 
then in a moment or so a fringe of tongues of 
flame began to dance along its further edges and 
spread very rapidly. Then in another second the 
whole coffin was pouring out white fire. The 
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doors of the furnace closed slowly upon that in- 
candescence. 

It was indeed very beautiful. I wished she 
could have known of those quivering bright first 
flames, so clear they were and so like eager yet 
kindly living things. 

I have always found the return from a burial 
a disagreeable experience, because of the pursu- 
ing thought of that poor body left behind boxed 
up in the cold wet ground and waiting the com- 
ing of the twilight. But Jane, I felt, had gone 
clean out of life and left nothing to moulder and 
defile the world. So she would have had it. It 
was good to think she had gone as a spirit 
should go. 


$7 


And now follow some of the things she wrote. 
It is by no means all she wrote, but like the be- 
ginnings of most of us, much of her earlier writ- 
ing was imitative even in the things it sought to 
express. I think I have given here everything she 
ever completed that conveys her quality. There 
is a much greater bulk of unfinished work, and 
most of this belongs to a long fantasy of diffi- 
cult design called “The Open Heart.” It has some 
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fine and tender passages, but nothing I think bet- 
ter than what is to be found here in such stories 
as “The Beautiful House,” ‘The Emerald,” 
“Night in the Garden,” ‘The Fugitives” or 
“The Dragon-fly.” There are a few short poems 
and two longer ones. 

I have put in at the beginning of this collec- 
tion a glimpse of Jane Wells being merry at 
home, in the form of an absurd fairy story she 
concocted with our younger son Frank. That is 
by Mummy of the charades and Catherine Wells 
has small part in it. Throughout the rest the per- 
sonality of Catherine Wells predominates. In all 
these other pieces you will find her brooding 
tenderness, her sense of invincible fatality, her 
exquisite appreciation of slight and lovely weak- 
ness and that predisposition towards a haunting, 
dreamland fantasy of fear which the courage 
and steadfastness of her substantial life repu- 
diated altogether. Never I think in the work of 
any other writer has mood so predominated over 
action. 


SHORT STORIES & POEMS 


3 BY 
_ CATHERINE WELLS 


I 


THE LAST FAIRY 


of the fairies looked over her wardrobe of 

disguises, selected that of an old apple- 
woman as the least threadbare, and went walking 
along a country road. Having yet some remnants 
of her magic power, the fairy did not find the 
apple-basket heavy. But she knew she was grow- 
ing old. She had not been out in the world for a 
long time, and when she put on her disguise she 
had much the same feeling that our grandmoth- 
ers had when they would say: “My dear, this is 
the very last summer I shall wear a hat.” (In 
those days there were bonnets for the mature.) 
She had it in her bones that it was probably the 
last time she would go adventuring among hu- 
man beings. 

They were getting a bit beyond her. Her latest 
appearances on earth, though her memory was 
not so good as it used to be and she was not very 
clear about them, had been, she knew, uncom- 
fortable on the whole and socially unsuccessful. 
She had got a young kitchenmaid into a lot of 
trouble by sending her magically to a ball, where 


in the hurry of coming away she dropped her 
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T the late summer of a few years ago the last 
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shoe; and it being traced home to her, the poor 
girl lost her situation. Another time she had met 
a bright young Boy Scout who, in the course of 
business, had helped her across a crowded street, 
and to whom in return she had given three magic 
wishes; he had used the third wish to wish for 
three more and so on, until the poor old fairy 
had had to retire hastily to fairyland in a bank- 
rupt state, and live very quietly and econom- 
ically for several years to recover herself. 

Such experiences had shaken her nerve. She 
resolved as she walked along the road to be care- 
ful this time, to remember that she wasn’t young 
any more, and not to try anything difficult or 
dangerous in the magic way. Her Rodeo days 
were over. To-day she was just out for a little 
exercise in the sunshine; perhaps she might bring 
off a few pretty surprises among these mortals, 
perform a few kindly acts. That was the idea. 
That, she insisted, really was the idea. Nothing 
like—and the old fairy’s eyes brightened ma- 
liciously at a memory or two. No, no, of course 
not! Nothing like that. That was ages ago. 

She had looked about her. During her long life 
she had seen a good deal of the world, and this 
bit of it, she thought, looked uncommonly 
Dutch. She was approaching a small town, a lit- 
tle town neatly planted on a landscape of neat 
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fields; there was no untidiness about its outskirts, 
no dust heaps, no sheds or débris. It hung on a 
neat canal like a bead on a string. Presently she 
would see some people. It was quite a long time 
since she had met human beings; some of them 
were delightful, but some of them were very odd. 
Occasionally one simply had to use extreme 
measures with them in self-defence. All sorts of 
things one had to do. Change them into toads, 
for instance. Had to. A most useful device. 

A qualm of anxiety came into the old fairy’s 
mind. Did she remember now how that toad 
charm went? 

Not far along the road in front of her was 
the hind part of a horse. It protruded from a 
stable; she ‘could not see its fore part, nor the 
ostler who was inside, putting a collar over its 
head. Just to see if she had got it right the old 
fairy pronounced what she remembered as the 
Toad Charm. 

The result surprised her. The hindquarters of 
the horse dropped about a foot in height, the 
legs bent to an acuter angle, great claws spurted 
from the hoofs, and the short stump of hairy 
brown tail shot out into a great scaly blue and 
green and gold appendage some six feet long. 
The dragon breathed for the first time in that 
character, and the ostler was badly burnt. 
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The ostler squealed and dropped the harness, 
and the dragon, backing out of the shed, snorted 
more fire, unfurled great leathery wings, and 
flapped heavily away over the red-tiled roofs 
with a noise like books being slapped together 
at spring-cleaning time. The fairy was slightly 
disconcerted for a moment, and then she laughed 
very heartily. 

The ostler, rushing out of the stable, saw an 
old apple-woman. ‘‘Seen my horse, missus?” he 
called out to her. 

Now one of the fairy’s maxims was “Never 
explain, never apologize.” Feigning deafness, she 
merely plodded on, and the ostler, wasting no 
more time on her, ran off in the direction he 
supposed his property had bolted. 

The old fairy followed, a little uneasy at what 
she had done. Letting loose a dragon was, after 
all, a serious matter. It was exactly the kind of 
incident she had been determined to avoid. 
Funny how old habitt~—— Anyhow, it was done 
now. With genuine regret she tried her best to 
think how she had gone wrong. She believed she 
knew what mistake she had made. The two 
charms were alike—up to a point. She was sorry 
about it. Sometimes these dragons did a lot of 
mischief. She must follow it up, and put things 
right again. She would find the dragon, change 
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him into a toad first for convenience of car- 
riage, take him back to the stable, and there re- 
store his horse shape. 

The incident, however, though unsuccessful 
in its main intention, had refreshed her and in- 
creased her confidence, and given her that 
natural satisfaction that follows the exercise of 
one’s gifts. She went up a narrow cobbled street 
—looking for trouble, a harsh critic might say. 
It was a cheerful street. Its houses were painted 
brightly in green and white and red and blue; 
they had high-pitched, gabled roofs, and pinks 
and geraniums dangled gaily from their window- 
boxes. A man in a white linen overall came round 
a corner trundling a barrow of big round cheeses 
coloured like huge oranges. She passed the canal 
over a low bridge, and met more and yet more 
white-clad men trundling and carrying these 
orange-coloured cheeses. And then she came into 
a market square so piled about with glossy, 
golden cheeses, on stalls, on barrows, on the 
ground, that it seemed as if the sun had suddenly 
burst out, though indeed it had been shining all 
the time. There were ruddy apples too, and 
bright green cabbages, and tethered in temporary 
stalls were black and white cows with velvety 
skins. At one side of the market square was the 
canal, and barges loaded with flowers and more 
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orange cannon-ball cheeses were moored by a 
flight of steps. 

The old fairy was delighted with the pretty 
place. She felt that she might find her chance 
here to do a lot of nice magics, little things peo- 
ple couldn’t do for themselves, and that they 
would be grateful to her for thinking of. She 
would be the most wonderful Good Fairy that 
ever was. She thought that she wanted to do 
good out of the sweetness of her own nature, 
but, as a matter of fact, it was partly a way of 
smothering her uneasy conscience at having let 
loose a dragon on these innocent townsfolk, and 
partly it was a way of shirking the extreme diffi- 
culty of her immediate duty, which was plainly 
to find the animal. But she let herself be dis- 
tracted. People were standing about gossiping to 
one another, and glancing up every now and 
then at the big clock in the turret of the Town 
Hall. Suddenly it boomed ten times, and above 
its brazen face a large gilt angel raised a trum- 
pet to his mouth and blew a clockwork blast. A 
door sprang open, a procession of wooden sol- 
diers on horseback came forth, jerked round a 
platform, and went in again, the door slammed 
upon them, the angel blew his trumpet once 
more, and with a burst of noise and chatter the 
market opened. 
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Women in snowy lace caps bought the cab- 
bages, and men in baggy trousers chaffered the 
cheeses, and carried them to and fro piled on 
wooden trays. The old fairy put down her apple- 
basket at a convenient place where she could sit 
on a low parapet, and turned over her stock-in- 
trade. It was a long time since she had taken out 
the apple-basket, but it looked all right. There 
were some apples of particularly delicious fla- 
vour, she knew, suitable for good children, and 
there were some others equally pleasant to look 
at containing maggots for bad children. There 
were some that were just apples, to give to the 
police, and there were a few that were very spe- 
cial, one that sent you to sleep for a hundred 
years, one that contained a dose of the precious 
Elixir of Youth, and a small poisoned one for 
ogres. The old fairy put these at the back, ar- 
ranged the others to her satisfaction, and sat 
down looking very simple and countrified and 
old-world indeed. 

Presently she noticed that an aged woman with 
a market-basket had singled her out. She was a 
chubby old lady with cheeks like rosy apples 
themselves, and she smiled at the fairy as if they 
were two people who were sure to get on to- 
gether. She was accompanied by an old man in a 
large, flapping felt hat and a gay crimson waist- 
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coat, and hanging on to them was a pigtailed 
child with a freckled face. Directly the old fairy 
saw her she knew she wasn’t a good child. She 
had hooked her arm into her grandmother’s, and 
was lugging the old lady back to a sweet-stuft 
stall. 

“Presently, Priscilla,” said the nice old lady, 
with her eye on the apples. 

“No! want it now,” whined this unpleasant 
child. 

“Silence, Priscilla!” said the grandfather 
sternly, and looked so awful for a moment that 
even Priscilla was cowed. The old lady turned 
to the fairy. 

“And how much might you be asking for 
these?” she said. 

The fairy named a price rather less than she 
heard the other apple-sellers asking, as a kindness 
to the nice old lady. Being a fairy, she knew 
nothing about the wickedness of underselling. 

The offensive Priscilla crept up to a cat sitting 
on the parapet, pulled its tail hard and suddenly, 
and jumped back to her grandparents out of 
reach. There was a piercing “miaw” and the cat 
flew along the parapet and up a wall. The fairy 
saw all this, but the grandparents did not. 
Grandfather was greeting a friend with long 
sweeps of his dignified hat, and grandmother 
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was buying the apples. The bad child then sidled 


up to a near stall where a milk churn was stand- 
ing full of milk. She gave it a push, it went over 
the back of the stall with a terrific clatter and 
deluge of milk, and Priscilla was back beside her 
grandmother gazing at the apples before anyone 
except the old fairy realized what was happen- 
ing. 

The purchased apples were now in the old 
lady’s basket. Priscilla caught sight of them, 
snatched one out of the basket, and bit it in 
half before any one could stop her. 

Very properly it was full of maggots. A nice 
child could not have had such an apple, but if it 
could have, it would never have behaved with 
the explosive vehemence of Priscilla. 

“Pris-cilla!” cried her grandmother, snatch- 
ing away her skirt. 

Priscilla yelled with nausea and fury, and 
stamped her feet. Her grandfather was diverted 
from his conversation and turned round upon 
this scene. He aimed a smack at Priscilla, but 
missed. 

The old lady turned apologetically to the fairy. 
“Tt wasn’t a very nice apple, was it?’’ she said 
reproachfully. 

The fairy was sorry to have hurt the old lady’s 
feelings. “It looked quite sound and sweet,” she 
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among them, ma’am. Let me give you another to 
make it up.” She turned over the apples in her 
basket to pick out a fine one. But a great dis- 
turbance broke out. 

Grandfather had been scolding Priscilla, and 
Priscilla had kicked him. Whereupon grand- 
father grabbed at Priscilla and tried to shake her. 
This all made a lot of noise. 

“I’m afraid she’s a naughty little girl,” said the 
fairy to the old lady, sympathetically. “You have 
a deal of trouble with her, I can see.” 

“Well, we mustn’t be too hard on children,” 
said the gentle old lady. “I’m sure I wish I was 
young again myself sometimes, that I do. And 
I dare say I was a trouble enough to my poor 
mother.” 

The fairy had picked out the best apple she 
could find to give the old lady, but now she had a 
sudden idea. Here surely was a chance to give 
this delightful old personage the wish of her 
heart. She took out the apple containing the 
Elixir of Youth. 

“This is the one I’d choose for you, my dear,” 
she said. “Do taste it now.” 

The grandmother laughed. ‘Too hard for my 
old teeth,” she said. 
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“Just try it,” urged the fairy, magically soft- 
ening the apple. 

The old lady bit the apple gingerly, and looked 
surprised. It was soft and very juicy, like a ripe 
peach, and broke in her hand so that she had to 
push it nearly all into her mouth for tidiness’ 
sake. And then she disappeared! 

The dear old lady had suddenly and com- 
pletely disappeared, and in her place stood a du- 
plicate Priscilla, the two children standing side 
by side like a pair of pictures for a stereoscopic 
view. At this surprising sight the grandfather 
uttered a cry of rage. “Magic! Witchcraft!” he 
spluttered, shaking his fist at the fairy and wav- 
ing his stick, and he turned round and called out 
to everyone about him. 

“There’s a witch here!” he shouted. “A 
witch!” 

People turned their heads and stared. The fairy 
realized with a touch of panic that things might 
be awkward for her. “Witch! witch!” yelled the 
old man, beside himself. All the crowd was now 
turning round on the group, but at first seeing 
the duplicate Priscillas, they thought he was 
shouting “which?”—a very natural mistake— 
and merely wondered aloud and jocosely at the 
excitement displayed by the grandfather of 
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twins. ‘““He dunno which is which,” explained a 
bright-witted cheesemonger with a happy laugh. 

But the fairy saw there was not a minute to 
lose. She grasped all her forces and wished the 
old gentleman’s mouth stopped with—with 

What could she stop it with? He was opening 
his mouth again to shout again. ““Oh—the near- 
est thing!” she completed hastily. 

It was a cheese. It happened to be the bottom 
corner cheese of a pile that was arranged on the 
next stall in the shape of a truncated pyramid. It 
was the critical key cheese, so to speak, in the base 
of the heap. When it hopped off the stall into 
the mouth of Priscilla’s grandfather the cheeses 
above it began to slide and dollop one by one off 
the stall to the ground and roll along the sloping 
pavement of the market-place to the stone steps. 
Under the steps was a convenient barge. Dollop, 
dollop, down the steps they went, one after the 
other, very nicely and methodically on the whole, 
into that barge. The bargee had just finished un- 
loading his cheeses into crates on the quay. He 
was at the farther end of the barge with his 
back to the steps; he stood upright and stretched 
himself, and wiped his mouth expectantly on 
the back of his hand. ““Ah-you-ay!” he called to 
a small boy who might run the necessary er- 
rand. As he did so the first of the travelling 
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cheeses entered the barge and rolled between his 
feet. He stooped again and picked it up and 
added it to his pile on the quay, and as he did so 
another rolled into its place, and in its turn an- 
other. 

“Oo-er!” said the bargee, at the twenty-third 
cheese. 

It occurred to him to look round. 

His head was beneath the level of the pave- 
ment. All he saw was a walloping rush of 
cheeses into his barge, coming quicker and 
quicker till they descended in spate and were 
bumping him heartily about the knees. 

There is an expression sometimes used in mu- 
sical notation—cadenza. It means that trills and 
ornamental roulades may be indulged in at that 
point to the limit of the singer’s accomplish- 
ment. So instead of putting down here what the 
bargee said, I will just write: Cadenza. 

Meanwhile a happy crowd rejoiced at the 
amusing coincidence that, on the collapse of a 
stall piled with cheeses, one of these had bounced 
up and sideways, hit a choleric old gentleman 
in the face, and embedded itself between his 
teeth. The stall-keeper was annoyed at first at 
this accident to his stock-in-trade, but he be- 
came convulsed with merriment as he realized 
what had not, as a matter of fact, happened. 
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“Don’t you be troubling yourself,” he splut- 
tered to the old man, who had grasped the cheese 
with both hands and was trying to wrench it out 
of his teeth. “I’ll give it yer!” He turned to the 
crowd. “He can keep it now, I don’t mind.” 

“Tis a good breakfast you’ve got there, Myn- 
heer,” shouted someone. 

The old gentleman tugged away at the cheese, 
but he could not dislodge it. He could not even 
see over it; a baleful eye came sideways round its 
glossy curve, and glared at the fairy. The newly- 
created Priscilla wept, but her prototype was 
looking interested and happy. 

** Tis a fresh one,”’ said the stall-keeper, amid 
new roars of laughter. 

That, thought the perturbed fairy, is some- 
thing. And, she continued, applying one of her 
most used maxims, things might be worse. In a 
moment she would be able to think of some way 
of keeping his mouth shut more comfortably. 

That first, and then something could be done 
quickly to straighten out this Priscilla muddle. 
But before there was time for thinking, her first 
mistake added itself to the confusion. A noise 
up above them, like the imitation off-stage of a 
galloping horse in a provincial theatre, grew in 
volume and interrupted the innocent merriment 
of the crowd; a great shadow swept across the 
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sunny market-place, volumes of smoke came 
over the Town Hall roof, and the dragon sailed 
into view. It tried to alight on the roof ridge. 
missed it, and scrabbled about to get a foothold, 
dislodging several tiles and breathing sootily as 
if its wick wanted trimming. 

“Tis a big bird and no mistake,” said a 
matter-of-fact person. 

“Look at the smuts on my apron!” said a 
good hausfrau. 

“Ooooh, how bew-tiful!” said the original 
Priscilla, awestruck. 

“Now that,” said a naturalist looking out of a 
third-floor window through his spectacles, “is not 
a heron.” 

“Why are they all making such a fuss about 
a cloud?” said a short-sighted old lady. The 
dragon looked down and realized that a long 
time had elapsed since its last meal. ““Thunder!” 
said the old lady. “‘I said it was a cloud.” 

Now this dragon, that had been so abruptly 
called out of the limbo of legendary and dis- 
credited animals by the old fairy, was about as 
rusty and out of practice at its business as she 
was herself. It clung awkwardly to the roof, 
bewildered by the clamour from below. Dim 
instincts stirred within it. Something, it knew, 
was expected of it—but what? It must have felt 
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rather as one does when, to amuse the company, 
one is led into a room blindfolded and “willed” 
by tittering friends. The dragon caught sight 
of the gilt angel on the clock tower. Was that it? 
He plunged at it, grasped it in his claws, tore it 
easily from its anchorage, and sailed off with it 
across the red roofs. He spoilt a lot of tulips just 
outside the town, where he sat for a time forc- 
ing this indigestible meal into his mouth. It was 
a tough morsel. The angel’s pedestal disappeared 
at last, very like the end coach of an overladen 
train struggling into a tunnel. 

But the fairy was immensely relieved by this 
turn of affairs. She felt that there might have 
been an accident here that would have really 
spoilt her day. The dragon might have taken off 
the wrong Priscilla and eaten her. Or anybody. . 
Something too difficult even for a fairy to put 
right again. Whereas now, if they would only 
give her time, if they would only stop pushing 
and shouting and give her time to think 

““Hi, stop him!” shouted the ostler, appearing 
suddenly running from the end of a street and 
pointing to the trail of smoke that wound up the 
dragon’s exit. ““That’s my horse.” 

“No, no, mister, that warn’t no horse,” ex- 
plained a bystander kindly. 

“Corse it was my horse!” shouted the ostler. 


THE LAST FAIRY 59 


“Bolted. Why couldn’t you hold him, somebody? 
You see a horse running away and nobody’s got 
the gumption ” (Cadenza.) 

He was so insistent that one or two men stand- 
ing round began to wonder why indeed they 
hadn’t somehow thought of holding the animal 
until its rightful owner came. 

“J dunno,” said one. 

“Seemed a bit wild-like,” said another. 

“Thought it was a bird, maybe,” nearly said 
another—till he realized half through the sen- 
tence what palpable nonsense he was talking, and 
ended with a helpful clearing of the throat. 

“Which way’d it go?” demanded the ostler; 
and then he caught sight of the old fairy. The 
fairy had not liked the look in the ostler’s eye; 
she felt she couldn’t think while he was there so . 
near to her, and so she was very busily and 
quietly packing up her apples and preparing to 
slip away without bothering anybody. 

“That’s the old woman!” he shouted, leaping 
towards her. ““That’s the old woman who scared 
my horse. Mischievous old witch! She come along 
behind my horse, wot’s as quiet usually as any 
animal could be, and she made it jump.” 

He threw out his hand to grasp her by the 
shoulder. 

The fairy was alarmed. “Go back!” she 
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thought she said, but without knowing it she 
spoke those simple words in her native tongue. 
The effect was immediate. The ostler recoiled 
even as he touched her, stood for moment shout- 
ing: 
**Tump—it—made—she—and—be—could— 
animal—any—as—usually. quiet as wot’s horse 
my behind, along come she, witch old mischie- 
vous, horse my scared who woman old the 
that’s!” and then started running backwards very 
rapidly across the market-place with his eyes 
glaring at her until he reached the end of the 
street and, still running backwards, disappeared. 
“Dear, dear!” said the old fairy, and sat down 
again behind her basket. ‘I must have said the 
Backward Spell.” The lighter-minded portion of 
the crowd, convinced that the ostler was a merry 
fellow escaped from a travelling circus, laughed 
and slapped each other and ran after him out of 
the square. This relieved pressure and removed 
a good deal of noise, and the old fairy was just 
getting her breath again when the dragon came 
flustering back over the roofs and dropped 
limply into the market-place. Its throat ached, it 
was thoroughly uncomfortable, it felt a queer 
disposition to get alongside human beings and 
have its nose rubbed and be given a hot bran 
mash. Then perhaps this nubbly feeling inside 
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would disappear. Down among all these people 
there must be someone of importance who could 
do this thing. And as if in answer to the help- 
less instinct of this dumb animal, a personage 
in a long robe and gold-laced hat came pacing 
with great dignity just at that very moment out 
of the Town Hall. The dragon precipitated it- 
self towards him. 

“Oh! it’s going to eat him!” cried the fairy 
in a panic. “Now for it! The Toad Charm!” 
She began it hurriedly—too hurriedly. The red 
and rolling eye of the dragon, the fiery breath, 
the yawning and terrible jaws studded with 
pointed, glittering teeth, peeled off its head like 
a plum skin, and revealed the placid visage of a 
thoroughbred Dutch cow. “That isn’t right!” 
flashed through the fairy’s mind, even in mid- 
sentence, and she altered the end of her spell. 
The black and white splotches that were spread- 
ing rapidly along the back of the animal were 
stopped midway, its hindquarters collapsed to 
half their size, and a mass of spiky quills shot out 
and enveloped them. 

Priscilla, alone of all the spectators, possessed 
that simple directness of intellect to know what 
she was seeing when she saw it. “Cowcupine,” 
said Priscilla. 

Cowcupine, or whatever the meésalliance 
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might be, it had no powers of flight, and its 
bulky form hurtled down on the top of the un- 
fortunate personage and pinned him to the 
ground. 

“Horses like that oughtn’t to be allowed 
about,” said the matter-of-fact person. 

“Somebody will get knocked down,” said the 
short-sighted old lady. 

The naturalist heard a noise and glanced out; 
but as it only came from the ground he turned 
back to his bird-stuffing. 

“Now I’ve made another mistake,” thought 
the fairy. And then she had a flash of insight. 
“Am I perhaps doing more harm here than 
good?” she wondered. 

People were laughing. The fairy could not see 
what they were laughing at, but it seemed to 
be at the struggles of the creature that still wal- 
lowed helplessly over the gold-laced and impor- 
tant personage. No one understood its peculiar 
difficulty. For as a cow gets up hindquarters first 
and a porcupine gets up forequarters first, it 
follows that this unfortunate combination could 
not get up at all. The naturalist would have been 
able to explain this to everyone, if he had not 
been so busy stuffing. 

“They oughtn’t to laugh at that gentleman,” 
said the fairy. “They mustn’t laugh at him.” 
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But they went on laughing and the gold-laced 
personage went on struggling. 

“If only it hadn’t been something so silly!” 
she said, stamping her foot. “If it had been some 
splendid, noble animal that had run up to him 
trustingly. Like an elephant, or i 

The important personage was none too 
pleased when the bulk above him heaved, 
swayed, and resettled itself, and getting his head 
twisted round he peered up and saw that it was 
an elephant that encumbered him. 

“T didn’t mean that!” cried out the distracted 
fairy, though no one was listening to her, “Stop! 
I didn’t mean it! Oh, I am losing my head!” she 
wound up. 

She made a great effort to collect herself. 
“You,” she said, concentrating on the elephant, 
be smaller, smaller, the smallest animal there is.” 

And the elephant disappeared. .. . 

“T had just got hold of the bridle when the 
horse bolted again,” said the matter-of-fact per- 
son over his mug of ale that evening, telling the 
whole affair just as it did not happen to his 
neighbour. “Bolted right out of the Square, and 
Wwe never saw it no more.” 

“Went back to its stable most likely,” said 
his neighbour, knocking out his pipe, and think- 
ing it a dull tale. 
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The personage was helped up. He stood for a 
moment while his hat was looked for and brushed 
up and given to him. As soon as he was erect 
again the crowd became wonderfully silent and 
respectful. He looked at them as if he was going 
to make a speech. Then he seemed restless. . . . 

And disappeared into the Town Hall hastily, 
scratching. 

“Bother!” said the fairy, realizing his trouble. 
“T couldn’t even manage that business properly.” 

She sat down by her apple-basket, and the 
people who had crowded together about the vari- 
ous disasters she had caused began to disperse 
and drift away and turn back again to their own 
affairs. The old fairy looked at them all, and 
suddenly she felt very tired. Things hadn’t gone 
quite as she had intended. That dragon business 
was over, anyhow, thank goodness; she had put 
that mistake right. Now she would like a rest. 
It wasn’t so warm and sunny in this world now- 
adays as it used to be. The world had changed; 
there were not the hot summer days now that 
she remembered in her youth. It was no good 
catching cold; she had better go home. Tomor- 
row, if it was finer 

She covered up the apples, keeping very reso- 
lutely out of her mind the thought that this was 
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her last good-bye to earth. She got up slowly, 
and prepared to go. 

There was a touch upon her arm. 

She turned and there was a Priscilla, looking 
at her pleadingly. Ah! yes, she had forgotten 
that little disaster. But which Priscilla was this? 

“Do you believe in fairies?” asked the old 
fairy. 

The Priscilla nodded, and her eyes were brim- 
ming with tears. 

A happy inspiration came to the old fairy, and 
she remembered what to say. The grandmother 
flashed back into existence, looked a little con- 
fused for a moment, and said, hesitatingly, as 
though she did not quite know why: 

“Thank you!” 

And then she smiled a farewell and turned 
away. 

Well, that was better. One wasn’t so played 
out, after all. The old fairy looked round the 
market-place again, and it came to her that it 
would be an effective and altogether splendid 
end to her visit to turn all these hundreds of piled 
yellow cheeses into solid gold, as a farewell pres- 
ent to these people who had been so amusing, 
and whom, without intending to, she had rather 
knocked about. It would astonish them to see 
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an old apple-woman do that, a simple old woman 
who had been sitting there all the afternoon 
without their noticing her. And then she would 
depart, amid the plaudits of the populace. They 
weuld remember her always, gratefully and 
wonderingly. They would tell their children 
about her, and write a legend about her in long 
verses. 

Now how did the gold charm begin? 

And then just in time she saw Priscilla’s grand- 
father. He was sitting leaning on the parapet 
not far away, and he had given up tugging at the 
cheese in his mouth, and he was just crying big 
tears. 

It would kill him. It would certainly kill 
him. 

Well, well, she supposed she had better spend 
the little force she had left in releasing him. So 
she wished his cheese away, and as it happened 
that just then Priscilla’s grandmother had come 
back to him and given a pull at it herself, he 
thought to the end of his days that it was by her 
cleverness that he was set free. 

Was there anything else? The fairy looked 
round, and the big door of the Town Hall re- 
minded her of yet another duty. Let the smallest 
of all animals be dead! 


And then she went. 
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“Did anything happen at the market to-day?” 
asked Mevrouw van Teulype that evening of 
Mynheer van Teulype. 

“Nothing out of the way in particular,” he 
replied. “There was a horse got loose and 
knocked over a stall of cheeses.” 

“People ought to be more careful,” said Me- 
vrouw. 

“J shall keep a horse when I’m big,” said Pris- 
cilla to herself with her eye on a yellow-haired 
boy in the next garden... . 

“After just the beginning,” said the grand- 
mother to a neighbour, “Priscilla was no trouble 
at all, all the morning.” 

“Well, so that’s all blown over,” said the fairy, 
at home again, tucking up her feet on a toad- 
stool and putting a little, just a very little, drop 
of old nectar in her tea. 

She had forgotten the ostler—still running 
backwards—for ever, who knows? But being in 
Holland, he was probably stopped before long 
by a canal. And water, as everybody knows, will 
wash away any charms but those which are 
naturally one’s own. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL HOUSE 


ary Hastings at thirty-five looked 
M older than her age, not by any line in 
her handsome face but by a dignity of 
carriage that went beyond her years, and by the 
early grey that had touched ever so lightly the 
waves of her abundant dark hair. Spinsterhood 
suited her temperament and had not faded her 
vitality in the slightest degree, indeed her inde- 
pendence and the passage of time had marked her 
only with a finer gravity of bearing. Her occu- 
pation gave her abiding content, she was an able 
and even distinguished landscape painter, and her 
sufficient income was increased by the sale of 
the sketches that she liked least. Her best work 
she either kept, or gave away. 

Behind her open manner she had reserves of 
shyness, and although circumstances and her gen- 
erous nature had made her rich in friends, it was 
thus compazatively late and when her youth was 
gone that she formed a relationship with any- 
one which shone supreme. This made it all the 
more precious to her. It happens to most human 
beings to love at least once with the love that 


finds no flaw, and that experience came to Mary 
MnO 
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Hastings through her friendship with a quite 
young girl, Sylvia Brunton, an intimacy which 
had its birth and ardent life, and faded and died 
at last like other human things. 

They became acquainted at one of those large 
miscellaneous art schools at which English girls 
with a sense of the beautiful are so prone to mark 
time between the ages of twenty and thirty. 
Sylvia was one of the time-markers, a girl with — 
that overpowering sense of the responsibility of 
life which comes to the serious young, a trust of 
years and opportunity which must be met, it 
seemed to her, and met instantly, and which she 
had all too hastily supposed was an obligation to 
paint pictures. She was fair and as slender and 
lovely as a stitchwort flower in a hedge, and 
Mary Hastings saw her, and in a manner fell in 
love with her on an occasion when she went back 
with the sudden fancy to sketch the place where 
she had worked so many years before. In her 
lonely way, Mary Hastings had a sharpened and 
fastidious enjoyment of scents and sounds and 
visual impressions; she went back to soak in the 
atmosphere of the shabby familiar place and 
its distinctive reek of paint, exactly as a man 
might roll port wine under his tongue. 

With a few meetings their mutual liking 
flamed to intimacy. 
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Like all congenialities it was largely inexplic- 
able. They liked the same things. They dis- 
covered in each other the same passion for the 
country and the old life of the country, the quiet 
interiors of eighteenth century houses, flower- 
gardens, the smooth surfaces of fine china and 
polished wood. They liked the same books, the 
same poets. And between them there was that 
sense of rapport, that effect of rapid mutual un- 
derstanding that finds some of its happiest exem- 
plars among women. Their sense of intimacy 
embraced even the large part of each other’s 
mind that was left unexplored. Their conversa- 
tion became as confident as a player’s touch upon 
a tuned instrument, it left many notes unstruck, 
and yet they were secure that the most probing 
search would discover no jarring string. 

And then to intensify their communion, they 
found the House, which gathered together the 
threads of their love, and held it as a body should 
its soul. 

Mary Hastings had a four-roomed cottage in 
Sussex which she called her sketching tent, and 
there Sylvia came to her for a midsummer visit. 
It was adjacent to a farmhouse from which the 
farmer’s wife came over to cook and clean for 
them. They became more and more delighted 
with each other. Sylvia imported a note of gay 
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picnicking into the cottage that had never ap- 
peared there before, and a touch of adventure 
into their daily meals and walks that was delight- 
fully novel and amusing to Mary. They took 
long rambling walks, invaded cottages and pleas- 
ant farmhouses for meals of that egg and jam 
nature so attractive to women, and in their long 
evenings discovered the peculiar satisfactions of 
reading aloud. It was on their last day together 
that they found the house. They had taken their 
lunch, and raided further in their walk indefi- 
nitely southward than they had ever done be- 
fore; and in the full beauty of a July afternoon 
that had been cooled by a brief and exquisite 
shower they merged from a little wood of wil- 
lows upon an open park-like space, with gentle 
grass slopes that fell away in gracious sweeps, set 
here and there with fine beech-trees and oaks. 
At one side the trees thickened and arched over a 
rising glade, its grassy floor sun-bespattered; be- 
fore them the slope rose to a trim hedge, and over 
the shoulder of some trees showed a chimney 
stack. 

“If we are going to have the luck we deserve,” 
Mary had remarked, “that will be an inn where 
Wwe can get tea.” 

They came round the hedge to find a white 
gate, and then they saw the house. 
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They might perhaps have found it difficult to 
convey to anyone but each other how supremely 
beautiful the house seemed to them. At the sight 
of it Sylvia gave a little cry of rapture, and 
grasped Mary by the arm. It lay long and low 
to the south like a happy cat stretched to the 
sun; it was roughly of that E shape dear to the 
Elizabethans who had built it, with an ample 
porch and little square room above marking the 
letter’s middle stroke, and extending forward at 
either end as if with arms to embrace them. Its 
old brick walls were covered at one side with a 
great ivy that sprang from the earth with a 
gnarled trunk like a tree, the other was hung 
with a tangle of vine and wisteria and passion- 
flower wonderfully intermingled. Great bosses of 
green moss clustered on the old roof of red tiles 
that were stained too with grey and ocherous 
lichens, and on either side of the bricked path 
that ran between the gate and the brown nail- 
studded door was a space of green grass edged 
neatly with clipped box, with an apple-tree or 
two slanting their trunks to the ground. 

They leant over the gate taking it in. “It is, 
it really is, the house of my utmost dreams,” said 
Mary softly, as if too loud a tone might blow the 
vision away. 


THE BEAUTIFUL HOUSE 73 


“If we could only look inside,” said Sylvia de- 
sirously. 

“IT wonder. We might perhaps ask them if 
there is any place where we could get tea.” 

They unlatched the gate and went up the 
bricked path together. At the door Sylvia with 
a faint murmur of ecstasy laid her cheek on the 
sun-drenched stone that framed it. It was one 
of those spontaneities that freshly enchained 
Mary’s heart. The bell clangoured gently and 
remotely. The door stood already ajar, and softly 
treading feet came unhurrying along stone flags 
behind it. It was opened by a silver-haired old 
man in neat spare black. 

He was most sorry. There was no place for 
tea. There was-an-inn,a mile away. ... He 
conveyed that he thought the inn unworthy of 
them. 

“Has this house a name?” asked Sylvia. “I 
think,” she added extenuatingly, “it’s the most 
beautiful house I’ve ever seen.” 

The old man smiled. “Acridge Manse it is 
properly called,” he said. “But my master, he 
will have it called ‘Love o? Women.’ ” 

“Love o’ Women!” wondered Sylvia. “Ts it as 
beautiful inside?” 

For answer he fell back with a charming ges- 
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ture of invitation. ““My master is away, ma’am,” 
he replied to their hesitancy. “I live alone here 
with my wife. If you would like to come 
A PS ace 

“Could we?” Their eyes consulted. 

“The house is to let, as a matter of fact,” the 
old man added. 

“Oh! then . . .” and their scruples died. 

It Was quite as good inside, Sylvia said. It was 
far better, insisted Mary. They examined the 
low-beamed, ample rooms at first tentatively and 
then exhaustively as the allurement of the house 
enfolded them. It couldn’t have been touched, 
Mary rejoiced, for a hundred years at least. The 
floor of the stone-flagged hall spread itself wide 
and ample, the hospitable heart of the house; 
opposite the door by which they had entered 
stood open a garden door, an oblong enchant- 
ment of translucent leaves of hanging creeper 
and distant, shining flower colour, framed in the 
deep cool browns of the hall. Right and left 
opened low-ceilinged, wide rooms, gravely walled 
and floored with dark old wood, and one that 
was larger was delicately gay with white panel- 
ling and chintz. From a corner in the hall 
mounted a broad staircase, barred with slenderly 
twisted rails. 

The little library, recessed with deep window 
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bays and deep window-seats, added a fresh as- 
tonishment, for dear familiar books were gath- 
ered there like welcoming friends. “What could 
we have done more,” said Mary, “if we had 
chosen them ourselves?” “Everything we’ve ever 
talked about seems to be here,” marvelled Sylvia. 
They passed into the garden. And the garden 
was the garden of their dreams, grave with still 
lilies and sentinelled with evening primrose, and 
gay with honeysuckle and roses that swayed and 
shook falling petals upon them as they went, 
with wide borders riotous with larkspur and 
poppies and bell-flowers and pinks and pansies 
clustering low. A little lawn led them across its 
soft thick turf to a seat of old stone. 

They sat down there in silence. 

Mary began to speak softly. ““This is very won- 
derful,” she said. “I have never been here before, 
and yet it is as familiar as if I had known it al- 
ways. It feels, my dear, as if I had left it years 
ago, and now come back. Or as if I had already 
dreamt it all as clearly as I see it now.” 

Sylvia nodded. ‘As if one had been a child 
here,” she said. ‘Oh, look at that old chap!” 

That old chap was a laughing head and bust 
of stone wreathed with -carven leaves, that 
pushed its way out of the ivy beside them and 
caught the sun full on its face. ‘Feel how warm 
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and human it is!” said Sylvia, with her slender 
hands clasping his either cheek. 

Mary thought of nothing else but how ador- 
able Sylvia looked, with the transparent pink of 
her fingers against the grey stone head. 

The old butler met them again at the garden 
door, and smiled. “I’ve taken the liberty, 
ma’am,” he said, addressing Mary, “of putting 
tea in the drawing-room.” His “ma’am” had a 
quaint leaning towards “marm” in its intona- 
tion. 

“But really we mustn’t,” began Mary Hast- 
ings. 

“My master would wish it, marm,” he said 
deferentially, but as though it clinched the mat- 
ter. 

They abandoned themselves completely to 
“the spirit of the thing,” as they called it. They 
had tea in the white-painted, chintz-furnished 
room, and in the midst of that Sylvia gave a 
sudden little cry of discovery. 

“Mary!” she cried excitedly. “This house is to 
let!” 

Mary looked at her, aflush with sudden dar- 
ing. “Shall we take it then?” She tried to throw a 
note of facetiousness into her voice. 

“We could, you know,” said Sylvia. Her voice 
dropped. “Our hearts have taken it!” she said. 


THE BEAUTIFUL HOUSE 77 


“We could come here together,” she went on. 
“Just whenever we wanted to. Just you and I. 
Mary beloved,” she almost whispered, “wouldn’t 
you like it?” 

Her slender hands lay out along the table, 
palms turned up. Mary gathered them in her 
own hands and kissed them. 

“JT should—like it!” she said, whimsically in- 
sistent on the moderate word. 

“If only the rent isn’t monstrous,” said Sylvia. 
“Tt ought to be, in fairness.” 

They put that to the old butler. But he named 
an astonishingly low sum. 

“My master would like it occupied,” he said, 
as if he saw that an explanation was needed. 
“And there”—he hesitated—‘“there are condi- 
tions. My master wishes me and my wife, marm, 
to remain and do the service.” 

“As if,” said Sylvia afterwards, “we could pos- 
sibly imagine the place half as nice without the 
old dear.” 

His master, he explained, was travelling 
abroad: for an indefinite period. He himself 
would undertake, he said, to get his consent to 
a simple form of agreement. There would be no 
difficulty, he was quite sure. Meanwhile they 
might really consider the house quite at their 
disposal. “I’m so glad, marm, if I might say so,” 
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he said, “that it’s you and the young lady.” 

“Why?” smiled Mary. 

“The people I’ve had over it, marm! If you’re 
fond of a place, it’s cruel. Like showing the 
blind, I say. And then after they’ve seen every 
stick and stone they’ve said it’s too far from a 
station, or not big enough, or too big, and I 
can’t say I’ve been sorry, marm.” 

Sylvia was reminded suddenly of a forgotten 
question. “Why does your master call it by such 
an extraordinary name?” she asked. 

The old man looked away above the trees, and 
the shadow of a smile twisted his lips. “‘He says 
it won’t last long, miss,” he said. 

They left at last. “It’s literally tearing our- 
selves away,” said Sylvia. ‘““We’ve so grown here 
in this one afternoon, that it feels as if we'd al- 
ways been here.” 

They walked on in silence for a moment, Mary 
with her hand slipped through Sylvia’s arm. 

““There was never any fear of the other people 
taking it,” said Sylvia. “It wasn’t for them, and 
if it has a soul—and what could have a soul if 
that house hasn’t—it knew it was waiting all 
the time for us.” 

Their minds apart and very much of their talk 
together after that, were concerned with the 
house. Whatever else might be about them in 
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their daily life when separated, there together 
they agreed to share a fastness, have there the 
things they both cared for most, live the kind of 
life they loved best, talk out their intimate 
thoughts. It was Mary, although she did not per- 
ceive it, who, so much the elder of the two, could 
picture their relationship to one another so crys- 
tallized and enduring, whose idea of the happy 
life was such a collection and intensification of 
the beautiful things she knew. Each, they agreed, 
should gather together that woman’s litter of 
significant souvenirs, old letters, a photograph or 
so, little gifts and relics that had memories, and 
send them to the house. It was Sylvia’s idea to 
keep clothes there, that they would wear no- 
where else; clothes that should be quaint and 
lovely and of the fashion of the house, that they 
would choose and send there in readiness 
for their coming. Each went about with eyes 
awake for little beautifications they might ac- 
quire for it, and they bought and sent to it now 
a china bowl, now an old book, a bit of material, 
an old quaintness of needlework and such like. 
At last they went there together and stayed in 
the house ten days, arranging these things in it 
and fondling it in its utmost detail. 

The house and its surroundings and Sylvia 
within it, filled Mary’s horizon. She could never 


80 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


have told what it was about that young girl and 
about no other that so entranced her, what it 
was that she had and no other had for her that 
so filled her eye with pleasure, what mysterious 
alchemy touched to delight the most common- 
place ‘“‘something said, something done” of this 
particular other human creature. And Sylvia 
devoted herself to a half whimsical adoration of 
her friend, squandered before her all the treas- 
ures of tenderness and imaginative rich affection- 
ateness that were stirring and growing and com- 
ing to flower in her youth and womanhood like 
the swelling of buds in spring. In a hundred ways 
then Mary knew what it might be to have a 
lover. She loved to caress Mary’s hands, look and 
look at her, anticipate her trivial needs, surprise 
her by gifts. What wonder if Mary grew daily to 
feel for her much of what she would have felt 
as a lover for a lover, as a mother for a child, as 
one perfect comrade for another. She joyed so 
much in the sheer youth of her, she even liked 
and felt tender to her soft immaturities of 
thought. In those ten days her mind uncon- 
sciously stored a hundred happy pictures, of 
Sylvia coming round the turn of the old brown 
staircase, singing, and the leap of a sunbeam to 
her golden head as she passed; of evenings when 
it had been chilly enough to have a fire and the 
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old butler had brought great logs, and Sylvia lay 
firelit at her feet while she read; of Sylvia some- 
where in the garden against a translucent screen 
of greenery suddenly turning her face to her all 
alight with response to something she had said. 
She did not know that each of these moments 
held its memory within it like a secret sting. 

They schemed the good times they would have 
together at the house. They would come on the 
first day of every month for at least a week. “Be- 
sides every other chance,” said Sylvia, “if we 
don’t appoint some definite time that nothing 
shall be allowed to interfere with we shall end 
by getting here hardly at all.” Mary agreed in- 
stantly. “And I can’t possibly live, my dear,” 
said Sylvia, “without seeing you at least as often 
as that.” 

Mary’s heart sang within her. For her own 
part she intended to live at the house altogether, 
and it had come into her mind as at least a pos- 
sibility that she might prolong Sylvia’s visits 
indefinitely, until there should be a visit at last 
that did not end. 

Their last morning came. “Why are we going 
away?” said Sylvia half plaintively more than 
once. “When we’ve got such a good thing as the 
life we’re living here, why don’t we stick to it; 
stick on like limpets, Mary?” 
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“It won’t run away,” said Mary with the hap- 
piest certainty. “Is anything in the world going 
to stop us from being here again on the first of 
October?” | 

“Nothing,” vowed Sylvia, and struck an atti- 
tude, hand upraised in the act of swearing to 
this promise. 

During the rest of September Mary did not see 
her. Sylvia flitted about England on a series of 
visits, and wrote fitfully, sometimes more than 
once a day and sometimes not at all for several 
days. She touched off the members of various 
households in phrases that painted them for Mary 
to the life, and elaborated a portrait of which 
Mary had had indications from her before as 
“my idle, beautiful relative.” That was Evan 
Hardie, and some kind of elaborately removed 
third cousinship was their blood tie. Mary won- 
dered what kind of man could possibly be toler- 
able and fit Sylvia’s illusion to “that winsome 
grimacer.” But Sylvia evidently liked him. A 
snapshot of a house-party showed him even by 
that unflattering medium, tall and a handsome 
youth. “Squirrel brown hair” was another of 
Sylvia’s phrases. 

The last days of September came. Mary went 
down to her cottage to make arrangements for 
dismantling it; now that they had the house, 


THE BEAUTIFUL HOUSE 83 


she declared she had no further use for it. Sylvia 
was to join her there, and go on with her for their 
week at the house. 

Sylvia came, and after their separation was 
more than ever radiant to Mary’s eyes, more than 
ever enchanting and adorable. She brimmed over 
with the history of her past three weeks and in 
and out of her talk laced the name of Evan Har- 
die. “I have seen a lot of him,” she said at last 
with an air of having just realized it, “‘and talked 
to him no end. He’s been delightful.” 

“You don’t mind, Mary darling?” she said 
on the heels of this avowal, catching her by 
the shoulders and looking suddenly into her 
eyes. 

““Mind?”’ Mary’s tone banished almost fiercely 
the faintest suggestion of possible jealousy. 

“Td like you to see him,” Sylvia insisted. ‘““He’s 
the prettiest thing, and you adore good looks, 
Mary. As a matter of fact”—her voice became 
disingenuous—“‘the’s staying not far from us 
now at his uncle’s.” 

“Which uncle, I’m getting so mixed, Sylvia.” 

“Sir Stephen Hardy. He isn’t my uncle, any- 
how. Evan might come over.” 

And later, talking about the house, Sylvia 
said: “It will be delightful to show it to Evan. 
I expect he’ll come over.” 
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Mary had a sudden spasm of astonishment at 
the idea of showing it to anyone. 

“I’ve told him about it,” said Sylvia happily, 
taking Mary’s concurrence for granted. 

Mary had told no one. No one could have 
understood. 

The following morning Evan Hardie did come 
over, and they walked to the house together. 

Mary was alive with scrutiny of this hand- 
somely-built, square faced, clean-shaven youth. 
She felt at once attracted and antagonistic to 
him. Actual beauty is so unusual in a man that 
the startling effect of him almost put out Syl- 
via’s light. Mary looked at him again and again. 
She recalled Sylvia’s whimsical phrase. He was, 
undeniably, the prettiest thing, he had a sheer 
delight in movement that revealed the supple 
strength behind it, his colouring was made up of 
endless subtle shades of reddish and golden 
brown, he was hatless, and the rough russet- 
coloured clothes he wore confessed an aware- 
ness of effect which Mary conceded was justified. 
She set out to make the acquaintance of this at- 
tractive person, but she found herself, as they 
walked along, constantly dropping out of the 
three-cornered talk. It kept getting out of focus 
for her, and alluding to things he and Sylvia 
had done or seen together in the month just past. 
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There was a running ripple of merriment be- 
tween him and Sylvia almost a frivolity of give- 
and-take chatter that did not fit into Mary’s 
habit of talk; her intercourse with Sylvia had a 
graver note; and she realized with surprise that 
this new tone, just like the one that had seemed 
so peculiarly and specially their own, also seemed 
to fit Sylvia’s mind like a glove. She was naturally 
versatile. 

Mary was amused at first, and then a little 
wearied. Listening to them was like watching 
the charming and purposeless play of very young 
animals. She was waiting so keenly for Hardie 
to reveal himself; in the light of Sylvia’s liking 
for him she was so eager to appraise him and find 
him worthy. And to that desire of hers he op- 
posed a froth of chatter and high spirits that was 
as impalpable and impenetrable as thistledown. 

They reached the house, and Mary found her- 
self reluctant to the last to see him enter it. If 
she could have thought even then of any device 
to stop him she would have done so. The whole 
place had become so intimate to her. She shrank 
from the roving glance, the careless question. 
But indeed, she found, she need not have been 
afraid. 

Mary thought she had never seen the house so 
beautiful before. The late September sun was 
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low in the sky, and streamed deeply into the 
rooms, lying on the floors in golden pools of 
light. With the passing of the hall door Sylvia 
began to point out this or that special beauty that 
she loved, but Evan failed to respond. He strode 
through the rooms with his light quick step, and 
became very amusing when he discovered that 
by tip-toeing to his utmost he could just brush 
the ceilings with his hair. Through the doors 
which Mary had never known before were low- 
pitched he had to bend his head, which he did 
with a quaintly puckered grimace that sent Syl- 
via into peals of laughter. “Of course I’d rather 
live in a house where I didn’t have to crawl about 
on all-fours,” he said with a comical plaintive- - 
ness, and made much of stretching himself erect 
and being able to breathe naturally when they 
got out into the garden. He seemed to take the 
garden for granted as the sort of garden that does 
hang about a country house, but at a corner 
where two walls ran at right angles, and the 
great old ivy had stretched round its thick arms, 
he stopped and became serious. 

“Tf you were to strip down that ivy,” he said 
with animation, “you could have a fives court 
here.” 

““You’re an unutterably brutal and philistine 
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person,” said Sylvia, and seemed to like him no 
whit the less. 

Hardie and Sylvia talked little on the way 
back, but they radiated satisfaction in one an- 
other. The sun had reddened the sky and was 
sinking fast when they reached the farmhouse 
by Mary’s cottage, and the tall stone gate pillars 
that faced it, and gave it the air of an old French 
chateau, were throwing long shadows on the 
grass. They crossed the yard by a hayrick, ankle- 
deep in sweet-scented straw that shimmered in 
the fading sunlight, and in a corner stood the 
silent kine waiting motionless for the opening 
of their byre. Down the quiet air sailed a homing 
bee. A farm lad crossed the yard, swinging an 
armful of hay on the fork over his shoulder, and 
chanting a scrap of song in his Sussex drawl. 


“If you want to choose a wife, 
Choose in the morning air-r-ly,” 


he droned into the evening stillness. 

“Good idea!” said Evan Hardie, as if to him- 
self. 

“Coom oop there!” said the farm lad with a 
resounding thump on the flank of the hindmost 
cow.... 

For all that evening Evan Hardie remained 
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very much on Mary’s mind; she felt that what- 
ever lay beneath that engaging exterior, she 
hadn’t in the least penetrated it, and she was 
troubled by not being able to take hold where 
Sylvia seemed to have an easy grasp. And other 
things puzzled her and filled her mind with a 
vague unrest. He seemed to threaten the very 
existence of their exquisite solitude together, and 
Sylvia did not seem to know it, nor if she knew 
it did she appear to mind. And Sylvia was pre- 
occupied and rather silent; her eyes were bright, 
a little smile curved her lips and a little tune 
hummed in her throat. Again and again Mary 
began to talk, and could not touch Sylvia to 
response. It was like trying to throw straws 
across a gulf. Mary watched her, and wondered 
uneasily and dared not ask what held her 
thoughts. 

The next morning Mary woke early, woke 
suddenly as if she had been called. The sun was 
shining into her room, and outside a bird was 
singing, very sweetly. She got up and looked 
out of her open casement into the garden be- 
neath. It was very early, and the sunshine was so 
thin as yet that it scarcely picked out the shad- 
ows below, but it shone keen and bright into 
her face. Everything was very silent. Across the 
grey grassplot below, grey with heavy dew, 
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someone’s feet had already brushed a green 
track. And all the garden was a wonder to see, 
sparkling and glittering with a thousand pris- 
matic colours, that shone from the dewdrops on 
the grass and from the glistening web of 
morning-spun gossamer that laced together 
every leaf. 

She started. Treading on the thickly-dewed 
grass almost as silently as ghosts, Sylvia and Evan 
Hardie stood beneath her window. They were 
looking up at her, their faces alight with youth 
and happiness. Something gripped Mary by the 
heart. 


“If you want to choose a wife, 
Choose in the morning early,” 


sang Hardie softly up to her, and put his arm 
round Sylvia’s shoulders. 

There was no mistaking the meaning of that, 
nor the look in Sylvia’s eyes, nor the kiss with 
which she presently greeted Mary good morn- 
ing. 

Evan stayed to breakfast, and made a hilarious 
meal. He was in the wildest spirits. “Hungry,” 
he said to Mary’s inquiry, “I don’t believe I can 
ever have eaten before from the feel of things. 
Coffee! what a ripping idea! Here, Sylvia child, 
don’t stand and look at it; pour out the coffee, or 
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make way for your betters. Eggs! bacon! honey! 
I say, Miss Hastings, what a time we’re having. 
. . . Another egg! I’ve never eaten three eggs, 
but, by Jove, I will to-day.” And Sylvia laughed 
and ate and was lit by a sort of radiance that 
made her seem to Mary more lovely than ever. 
There followed a curious day for Mary. She 
saw these two young creatures absorbed in one 
another, and yet she could not get out of the 
background of her mind the obstinate idea that 
presently this dazzling irruption into her happy 
solitude with Sylvia would somehow cease; that 
somehow Evan Hardie would go away as sud- 
denly as he had come, as if he were some bustling 
bumble-bee that had fallen into and would pres- 
ently fall through and out of their delicately 
spun web of intercourse. She could not grasp 
yet the thing that had happened. Sylvia was 
amazingly tender to her when she did not seem 
to have forgotten her altogether, and discover- 
ing with sudden contrition that she and Evan 
had left Mary alone nearly all the morning, she ' 
made an especial point of her going with them 
for a walk in the afternoon. But as a trio they 
achieved no mutuality; Hardie was constantly 
tempted to drop his voice and murmur little 
things to Sylvia that curved her cheek in a smile 
or turned her face to his. It was to Mary as if 
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she sat and shivered in the shadow while the 
warm sun shone on those two and wrapped them 
about. 

In the evening she and Sylvia were left alone 
again. They sat by the fire, and Sylvia settled 
into her old place at Mary’s feet, and asked her 
to read. But presently Mary looked up to see 
Sylvia’s eyes spellbound in dreams. 

She stopped. Sylvia started, and looked round 
at her and laughed. “Oh Mary!” she said with a 
comical air of remorse. 

Mary could not speak. She felt the book fall on 
her knee. 

Sylvia looked up into her face, regarding her. 
“T’m very happy, Mary,” she said softly. 

“My dear!” and Mary put her lips to the 
golden head against her knee. 

Sylvia turned round again and looked into the 
fire. 

“What do you think of him, Mary,” she said 
abruptly. 

“Think of him,” repeated Mary, startled by 
the suddenly searching question. 

“T want to know really what you think,” per- 
sisted Sylvia gently. 

“T hardly know him yet,” fenced Mary. 

“No,” said Sylvia, slowly. ““And you won't. I 
don’t know whether I do.” 
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“Sylvia!” 

“Tell me what you think of him, anyhow.” 

Mary probed her own mind. “‘He’s utterly de- 
lightful to look at,” she said. ““He’s charming in 
all sorts of ways... .” 

“Yes?” 

“And—I suppose I must say it, Sylvia—it 
would be something I had hidden from you if I 
didn’t—I ask myself still, why ig 

“T know,” nodded Sylvia, with her eyes on the 
fire. “I know. Why? I wonder if I know why.” 

“What do you mean?” said Mary. 

*T mean I wonder why it is that I am happier 
with him than I have ever been before in my 
life.” 

“Are you?” said Mary, steeling her heart. 

“Yes. What is it makes the difference, Mary? 
I don’t talk to him as I do to you. We’ve really 
hardly talked—real talk, I mean—at all. I don’t 
believe I shall ever talk to him in the way you and 
I have talked. When we talk about impersonal 
things we don’t get on particularly well. I mean 
talk doesn’t flow—it’s almost as if we were try- 
ing to walk toward each other through some- 
thing thick and entangling. And it doesn’t seem 
to matter.” 

““Doesn’t it?” 

“No. When we are together we don’t want te 
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talk; we want . . .” She turned her head, and, 
resolute to create no shadow on their mutual 
frankness, she forced out: “Mary, we want to 
kiss!” 

Mary leaned forward over Sylvia and laid her 
cheek very gently on her soft hair. She felt sud- 
denly old. ““That’s right,” she said, a little husk- 
ily. 

Sylvia was silent for a moment. ‘“‘He’s such a 
beautiful, beautiful thing,” she said slowly. “‘He’s 
all light and colour and movement. To see his 
hair blowing in the wind Oh, Mary!” she 
broke off, “what is the good of trying to tell 
you!” 

“I know,” said Mary. “My dear, I under- 
stand.” 

She understood. Something far stronger than 
she had claimed her beloved for its own. She told 
herself that she understood, that it was over- 
whelmingly right that it should be so, and that if 
it were in her power she would not change a jot 
of what had happened. And yet she could not 
sleep that night. She lay still and awake, in the 
weary state of one who feels the dull discomfort 
of oncoming pain. And when she fell asleep at 
last she slept uneasily and dreamed. She dreamed 
that she stood before the house, the dear house 
that enshrined her life with Sylvia. It was night, 
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and a full moon shone that turned the ancient 
walls to silver and the trees and shadows to velvet 
black. She heard a rustling among the creepers 
on the wall and on the roof, little noises of snap- 
ping and breaking and falling, and, looking 
closely, she saw that there swarmed -over the 
house numbers of little elfish creatures, their 
faces pallid in the moonlight, who busied them- 
selves with frantic haste. They were tearing the 
house to pieces; some were throwing down the 
chimneys brick by brick, others pulling off the 
tiles. Great dark rents gaped and widened in the 
roof as she looked. She tried to cry out to stop 
them with that voiceless agony of the dreamer 
that can make no sound. She saw one impish 
form low down on the wall stripping off the ivy 
with peculiar zest; one after another the long, 
wavering strands fell back limply with their pale, 
flattened rootlets stretching out like helpless hu- 
man things in pain. She ran forward and seized 
the little wretch by the arm. He turned his face 
to her, and it was Evan Hardie’s face, twisted 
into an expression of diabolical malice. He 
clawed viciously at the hand that held him, and 
stung by the pain of it she saw a long scarlet 
scratch start out upon her wrist. 
With a cry upon her lips she woke. 
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- There were voices under her window, voices 
that passed, and hurrying feet. 

She got up and looked out. It was still dark, 
perhaps about three o’clock, but the farmer and 
two or three other men were out by the gate and 
in the road beyond, with hastily gathered gar- 
ments, it seemed, huddled about them, looking 
up at the sky. She looked, too, and over the dark 
tree-line to the south there was a red glow upon 
the clouds angry and lurid. 

** Tis a fire, sure nuff,” she heard the drawling 
voice of the farmer. 

“Tis too far to help ’en, then.” 

“Tis likely old Baxter’s ricks,”’ said one of the 
men, after an immense interval. 

*“Na-ow,” said the farmer. “ ’Tis two mile and 
more beyond ’en.” 

The glow reddened and faded, and reddened 
again. Her dream that had embodied her 
thoughts with such fierce symbolism was still 
vivid enough to make her intensely unhappy. 
That reddening sky, signal of loss and disaster 
and distress, the careless, gigantic spoliation of 
some human pygmy’s labours, seemed to her all 
of a piece with the colour that her world had 
taken on. She sat and watched it long after the 
farmmen had gone, watched it until its bright- 
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ness faded and the soft grey wings of the dawn 
at last brushed it out of the sky. . 

She did not tell Slyvia of her dream, but as 
they sat at breakfast she told her of the distant 
fire. Sylvia had slept through the night serenely 
and dreamlessly, and she hardly seemed to credit 
that all the world had not done the same. 

There came a gentle knocking upon the door 
of the cottage. Mary opened it herself. 

In the doorway stood the old manservant from 
the house, and for a moment Mary did not recog- 
nize him, he was so infinitely aged and beaten 
and worn. He looked at her with a white face 
and reddened eyes and tried to speak, but the 
muscles of his mouth were shaking past his con- 
trol. In an instant she knew what had happened. 

“Oh!” she said, needlessly, putting her hand 
upon his arm; “tell me—what is it?” 

He looked at her, his face working with his 
effort to speak and stay the dull grey tears that 
ran down his cheeks. At her touch he collapsed, 
leaning his head on his hands upon the door, and 
trembled and sobbed. 

“All, all gone,” he said huskily—‘‘all gone,” 
then the word “Fire.” 

For the moment all that this meant to Mary 
was swamped by the tragic figure before her. 
Wrenched so rudely out of the house that had 
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held him, that he had cared for and tended so 
long, he was infinitely pathetic, pitiful as a 
shelled snail. 

“Is your wife safe?” she asked. 

He stood up and nodded, trying to speak. “At 
the inn, marm,” he said. “Everyone . . . very 
kind. I had to . . . come and tell . . .” and his 
voice broke again. 

Mary took his wrinkled, quivering hand be- 
tween her own. “Thank you for that,” she said. 
“Come in and sit down now and rest.” 

But he would not. The farmer’s trap he had 
come in was waiting out in the road to take him 
back. “Come to me if you want anything,” was 
all that remained for Mary to say. 

He thanked her shakily. “Don’t mind me, 
marm,” were the last words she heard from him 
as he turned away down the path, huddled and 
bent. 

With his disappearance beyond the hedge the 
full sense of her own loss fell upon her like a 
swooping bird. She stood still where she was, 
trying to bring her mind into relation with this 
immense disaster. Sylvia’s voice came from the 
parlour, humming a little tune. 

“Sylvia,” she said, going in. “It was our 
house!” | 

Sylvia, surprised by her tone, turned round 
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from the flowers she was arranging. “What 
was?” she asked. 

“The fire.” 

Mary!” she exclaimed. But it bit into Mary’s 
heart that her voice was astonished rather than 
dismayed. 

It was by Sylvia’s suggestion that they pres- 
ently set out for the house. Mary checked the 
excuse upon her lips and braced herself to this 
necessity. It was an exquisite autumn day. The 
air was very still and full of the woodland scents 
of fallen leaves, and in the flood of sunshine the 
trees shone red and gold. At last they stood again 
upon the familiar slopes of beech and chestnut- 
trees by the house. Mary stopped in a wide space 
of green grass, leaf-scattered, from which ra- 
diated glades of yellow-leaved trees. She looked 
over the trees where they had seen for the first 
time the chimneys of the house rise up. They 
were gone, and the leafy crown of the trees 
against them had gone too. In its place blackened 
twigs stood spectral against the sky. 

Mary shut her eyes in sudden pain. She wanted 
intensely to see no more. In one swift, horrible 
vision she had imagined the charred, smoking 
ruins that lay beyond those trees. 

Sylvia broke the silence. 
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“Tsn’t it dreadful to have lost it? Our house. 
We shall never live there now, Mary.” 

“No,” said Mary. 

_ They were silent, standing side by side, Mary 
craving with every fibre of her being for some- 
thing from Sylvia, something said, she knew not 
what, that should touch her misery with healing. 

“After all, you know, dearest, as I’m going to 
marry so soon, we shouldn’t have come here 
again so very much.” 

The words, and still more the light melody of 
Sylvia’s voice, fell between her and Mary’s 
heart-aching with the steely separation of a 
guillotine. 

Sylvia exclaimed. Up the glade in front of 
them, arched over by the golden-leaved trees and 
floored by the gold that had fallen, sat Evan 
Hardie, motionless upon a chestnut horse. The 
sunlight struck through the thinned branches 
and turned him to a figure of beaten gold. As he 
sat there, conquering, triumphant, a still figure 
astride the shining, satin-skinned horse, he looked 
to be a robuster pagan Saint George, whose coat 
of mail was all of woven sunshing. 

Sylvia ran forward to him where he stood and 
laid her cheek against the horse’s neck. Her hair 
loosened as she ran, and fell about her. Her ges- 
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ture had the happy security of a bird that drops 
upon its nest. 

A sudden pain seized Mary by the throat. She 
did not know what it meant at first, for weeping 
was unfamiliar to her then. But from her 
strained, longing eyes fell slow tears. 

She told herself how glad she was, how very 
glad. 


il 


THE DRAGON-FLY 


P “he hot summer sunshine poured down 
into a sunken garden isolated by high 
hedges of crimson roses. Rosebeds in 

their first extravagance of bloom and paths of 

crumbling red brick tufted with little flowers, 
went down in steps to a lily pool of golden, sun- 
drenched water. Here and there beneath the 
brown shadow of the floating leaves, palpitated 

a scarlet fish tail; and over the water darted 

blue dragon-flies or came to sudden rest that 

would transfix leaf or blossom with a sapphire 
pin. 

There came distant voices and laughter, and 
presently through a rose-covered archway ap- 
peared half a dozen people carrying tennis 
racquets or sunshades; two men, hatless, with 
white flannel shirts open over sunburnt necks, a 
man in a soft felt hat and tweeds, a girl with an 
orange handkerchief twisted round her head, a 
woman in white with a shady hat, and a rather 
older, lace-trailing lady. Prancing about their 
heels came a small restless shock-headed boy, 
wearing almost invisibly short white pants and 


a white woollen jersey that either through wash- 
Ior 
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ing or growth looked tighter than his own skin 
could possibly be. 

“J want you to see Perkins. He’s grown enor- 
mously,” the lady in white was saying to one of 
the tennis-playing men. 

“There’s Perkings,” squealed the small boy, 
darting down the steps to the water and pointing 
to a vanishing flash of ruddy gold. 

“Shall we all sit here on the steps and cool?” 
said the white lady. “That was the hottest set 
I’ve played this summer.” 

“We'll want our revenge soon. We'll take 
them on again, won’t we, Betsy?” 

“Michael, you'll fall in if you lean over like 
that.” 

“T won’t, Mummy.” 

“Come and sit up here.” 

“IT want to see Perkings.” 

“Have you tried a steel-strung racquet?” 

“Mummy, can I put some crums in the 
water?” 

“The fish won’t come out now, Michael.” 

“Peraps they would if I put crums.” 

“Take care, child, you are treading on my 
dress.” 

“Wait a second, I'll get you a cushion, Mrs. 
Potter.” 

“Oh, Mr. Willoughby, please——” 
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“All right, there’s one just here.” 

“Mummy, where are the crums>?” 

“That boy is devoted to animals. He’s just per- 
fectly happy if he can get animals to play with.” 

(“Of course I don’t say the upkeep isn’t heavy, 
but what with one thing and another raising the 
subscription now seems to some of us jolly bad 
business ‘ay 

“I have always loved animals. That pond is 
full of the most charming creatures. One day we 
saw a water-rat there—such a darling. Oh, he’s 
thrown it all on the leaves. Michael, give it to 
me. You can’t throw it far enough.” 

*“Na-oh-oh!” 

“Well, throw it on the water then. When one 
lives in the country one gets to be such friends 
with all the animals. I don’t mean just one’s own 
dogs and horses, but all the little helpless things.” 

“You frow it.” 

“Hullo! you’ve hit a dragon-fly.” 

“Mummy, I’ve hit a dagon-fy!” 

“Poor dragon-fly. Aren’t they exquisite? We 
read all about them in your Nature book, didn’t 
we, Michael?” 

Michael, incoherent with excitement: ““They 
livvinther-W orter.” 

*“Now I shouldn’t have thought that, old chap, 
judging from appearances.” 
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‘“He means when they are beetles, Mr. Bernard. 
Before they turn into dragon-flies they live in 
the water.” 

“T never knew that.” 

“They livvinther-Worter and kummowtan 
Bust.” 

“Oh, Michael! Miss Bates found one, didn’t 
she? Haven’t you ever seen a dragon-fly split its 
beetle skin and crawl out and sit and dry its 
wings and fly away? It’s a perfect entertainment 
for a summer afternoon.” 

“Mrs. Willoughby, I confess I’ve missed it. P’ve 
led such a quiet life, getting called to the Bar and 
one thing and another. . . .” 

““Mummee. Come here, quick.” 

“Hush, child. And I suppose you don’t see 
many dragon-flies in the Temple.” 

“Mummee. Here’s one, crawled out of the 
water.” 

“Where, Michael? Take care, you'll fall in. 
On the lily leaf? Oh! that’s just the old skin of 
one, child. He’s come out of his skin and flown 
away. Look, Mr. Bernard. Isn’t it perfect? Feet 
and all.” 

“Mummy, I see the dagon-fy.” 

“Where? Yes, there it is. Doesn’t it look shiv- 
ery and frightened. Poor thing. It’s frightened 
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of the water underneath. It might fall back and 
get drowned. I'll get it.” 

“Don’t touch it, Mummy. Miss Bates said not 
touch it.” 

“Because you might have hurt it, Michael. 
But I shan’t.” 

““What’s the fuss, Mabel? Oh, that. My wife, 
Mrs. Potter, doesn’t think any animal can take 
care of itself or its young, and she always wants 
to do it for them. She wants to go round putting 
hot-water bottles in the birds’ nests on cold 
nights.” 

“Robbie, don’t make fun of me. I’m only 
saving this lovely thing from a watery grave. I 
want him to be happy like the others. Think if 
you'd spent all-your life in a cold dark pond 
waiting and looking forward to being a glorious 
green dragon-fly flashing about in the sun, and 
then you'd got drowned before your wings were 
ready. There. He loves being on my finger. See 
how he’s looking all round at the new world he’s 
come into.” 

“And you’ve got a good day for it, old chap. 
Rotten for him if he’d waited two years and 
then had a wet day.” 

“Look, he’s crawling. O-0-00, it feels so funny. 
Do let him come on your finger, Mr. Bernard. 
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Let’s make a bridge—you put your finger against 
mine. Look at his big serious eyes!” 

“Partner’s pushed to three no trumps and he’s 
got left with it.” 

“Don’t make me laugh; now he’s coming on 
to your finger.” 

“Mum-mee, he’ll fall off.” 

“No, he’s quite safe. Don’t shout, Michael, 
you'll frighten him. One wing is getting quite 
stiff and dry. Think what he must be feeling 
now, Michael, looking forward and forward to 
to-day for two whole years, and now waiting 
just a few minutes till he can stretch out his 
lovely wings and fly right up into the sky.” 

“Ummm. Will he fly up in the sky, Mummy?” 

“Of course. Wouldn’t you if you had wings? 
Don’t you think he’s feeling excited?” 

““He’s getting fearfully active. He’ll take off 
from my hand in a minute. Mrs. Willoughby— 
Help! Am I to let him?” 

“But his wings aren’t expanded. Do give him 
to me, and I'll put him down on the grass 

“Mummy” (with deep, impatient reproach), 
“you've dropped him.” 

““He’s all right. He jumped on the soft grass. 
Oh, Mrs. Potter, must you really be going? It 
was delightful of you to look us up. Do remem- 
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ber we shall be here for another two months 
anyhow. ... Lunch on Sunday? Of course 
we'd love to. Robbie! Mrs. Potter is asking us. 
. . - Good-bye. Good-bye, Mr. Potter.” 

“Mummy, his wing is all twisty.” 

“Hush, child. Good-bye! . . . Half-past one? 
Thanks ever so much. We won’t be late. Well 
—I’m ready for the revanche set—are you? Rob- 
bie will be back as soon as he has seen them off.” 

“Mummy, look, do look.” 

“What is it, Michael? 

“His wing’s broken. Where he fell down on 
re ad 
“He’s all right. That wing hasn’t got so dry 

as the other yet, and it still looks soft. See, he’s 
walking.” 

“His wing’s all twisty, Mummy.” 

“He's just got it caught in that bit of leaf 
Pll straighten it out for him.” 

“Oh, it’s stuck, Mummy. You’ve forz it.” 

“Michael, don’t shout. How can one do any- 
thing? You'll terrify the poor thing. Look, now 

we'll lift him up here and leave him to get prop- 

erly dry.” 

The damaged insect dragged itself to the edge 
of the little brick wall, planed off, tilted side- 
ways and fell to the ground. 
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Exclamations followed it. “Off he goes. Isn’t 
he lovely? Crashed, poor chap. Bad luck, old 
man. Try again.” 

““Here’s Robbie. Now we can have the return 
match. Come along.” 

“T’ll stay here, Mummy.” 

“No, Michael, not by yourself, my treasure. 
You might fall in the pond.” 

“T won’t, Mummy. I want to stay with the 
dagon-fy.” 

“No, Michael. Now we'll put the dragon-fly 
up here in a nice shady place, and then he’ll get 
properly dry before he tries to fly again. See? 
Leave him comfortably there. Now he'll be 
happy. Come along.” 

The party trooped out of the little rose-garden 
again, their talking voices fading away into a 
diminuendo of sound. Last to be heard was a 
treble tone barren of conviction: 

“Will his wing get quite well, Mummy?” 


IV 


MAY AFTERNOON 


very personable young man in the flan- 
A nels and straw hat that responded to the 
sudden summer heat, sat by one of the 
outer tea-tables in Kensington Gardens, his tea, 
ordered some half-hour since, neglected and bit- 
ter by his side. The tables had been crowded that 
afternoon, gaily dressed people had frothed up 
against them out of the Park, and broken into 
bright little groups that chattered and chinked 
cups and laughed, and presently passed away 
again into the outer greenery. Crawshay sat al- 
most alone at last, with the gravel round his feet 
scored and criss-crossed by the idle patterns he 
had drawn and redrawn with his cane. Just in 
front of him he had jabbed some deeper holes. 
Spring had come late; that year she had been 
sulky, the jade! and reluctant. Now at last she 
had been given notice to quit by the young sum- 
mer and had rushed forth, hot and impetuous, 
spilling out flowers with prodigal hurry in the 
park, blistering the new green paint on the 
chairs with fierce sunshine, and turning the very 
sparrows silly with the sudden intoxication that 
she poured into the air. Crawshay had come into 
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the park in search of some quiet corner where he 
supposed he might sit and think out his peculiar 
trouble. And before he noticed it, his feet had 
taken their habitual way northward in a direct 
line for Mrs. Lacey’s house, he had discovered 
himself all at once almost within sight of her 
terrace, had damned impatiently, and turned 
back to face a direction that was as empty of 
interest for him as a drained cup. 

His acquaintance with the Laceys had begun 
when at eighteen he had been left to Lacey’s 
guardianship by the death of both his parents. 
His father and mother were elderly people who 
had spent their last ten years in the irresolute 
pursuit of sunshine about southern Europe, keep- 
ing him with them in his school holidays; and 
so it happened that at their death the Laceys 
were almost his only friends in England. On 
Lacey’s advice he had gone to Oxford, and he 
spent his vacations with parties of other young 
men, or at the Laceys’ house. He felt shy of 
both the Laceys then, although Mrs. Lacey was 
much younger than her husband, barely thirty 
at that time, and warmly kind and friendly. But 
Crawshay was of opinion that Lacey had out- 
grown any charm his father had found in him. 
He was an authoritative museum official, a heavy 
pipe-smoker, and tacitly autocratic in his home, 
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with one of those richly inexpressive stammer- 
ing minds that contain their learning like a shut 
box. The most wonderful treasures of knowledge 
were known to be hoarded there, but the lock 
was rusty and the key seemed lost, and so in the 
end it really mattered very little if they were. 

The lock, it is true, occasionally creaked a 
little. It was understood, for instance, that out 
of the continuum of Lacey’s slippered evenings 
there would some day exude a book. To the 
adolescent youth he had seemed as dull and un- 
important as most middle-aged men. 

But when he was one and twenty Crawshay 
had discovered that in one direction at any rate 
there was a streak of the adventurous in Lacey, 
and that he had been an astonishingly uncon- 
ventional trustee. There were explanations, an 
encounter so uncomfortable to Crawshay that it 
ended to his own surprise in his practically ask- 
ing his defaulting guardian not to mind. He 
came away from that interview with mixed feel- 
ings. He was reasonably annoyed at having his 
patrimony reduced by a third, but he was young 
enough to think that what remained to him, since 
it was in its moderate way sufficient to start him 
in a profession, was almost as good as it had been. 
But whereas Lacey had seemed to him hitherto 
only dull and negligible, he now recognized 
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something in his quality that he found contempt- 
ible. The manner of his explanation had done 
much to give that impression. 

He hoped Mrs. Lacey didn’t know what Lacey 
had been up to. It would be humiliating for her, 
he thought, and he didn’t want her to experience 
anything so disagreeable; she had always been 
so jolly kind to him. He liked her very much. 
And boy that he was, he didn’t want her to know 
how poorly Lacey had behaved. For the first 
time in his life he had penetrated behind a much 
older man’s front, had found him out silly in 
action and shuffling in conduct. It made him 
feel important and responsible as he had never 
felt before; he felt that this scandal of damaged 
manhood must be hushed up. But the next time 
he saw her alone Mrs. Lacey had let him under- 
stand that she did know, and even how gener- 
ously she thought he had behaved. That had 
embarrassed him. He muttered something about 
its not mattering at all, and blushed and changed 
the subject awkwardly. 

It was a step in the intimacy of their friend- 
ship. With no further words between them it put 
them on a footing of knowing, together, all 
about Lacey. Mutually they avoided criticism of 
him. 

Crawshay went back to his college, finished his 
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course in an economical spirit, went on for a 
couple of years to a German university, and 
when he came back to England he was a grown 
man and in some mysterious manner he and Mil- 
dred Lacey had become contemporaries. 

Mrs. Lacey was a woman with an extreme 
prettiness that had ripened, with firm muscles 
and quick movements, and frank, alert grey eyes 
that looked straight at her interlocutor. She ran 
her household and mothered her three brightly 
pretty children with an easy cleverness that im- 
pressed Crawshay profoundly. She was by na- 
ture clearheaded, and inside the limits of Lacey’s 
departure at nine-thirty and return at five, she 
had done quite a considerable amount of reading 
and thinking, talking and seeing. Crawshay be- 
gan to find her a delightful friend. She had none 
of that series of unsubstantial shows that is 
harshly called a shop-window; her interests and 
curiosities had been for their own sake and not 
for their conversational usefulness; she was as 
frank in her deficiencies as in other things—poli- 
tics for instance had never interested her and she 
had never troubled to smatter them. But she 
must have had a touch of French blood in her 
veins, her interest in life, art, and humanity was 
so lively, her mental attack so direct. After the 
assertive, egotistical talk of his college contem- 
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poraries, Crawshay found her clear-cut honesty 
astonishing. In a hundred ways she grasped 
firmly where he only seemed to fumble. And she 
Was continuously amusing and interesting. For 
six months he had taken unthinkingly as much 
of her companionship as he had wanted, and then 
three weeks without her, while she had been 
with her children in the country, had jerked a 
discovery into his mind that was like something 
being flung up through a trap-door on to a stage. 

At first—he could not help it!—it was an al- 
together delightful and exciting discovery. A 
hundred scattered memories of her rushed to- 
gether, clung about this new central fact, and 
were changed and coloured by it. He remem- 
bered with delight contacts with her hand, her 
hair, her shoulder, scarcely apprehended at the 
time, that now thrilled him. For a day or two 
he remained thinking of her simply and ecstati- 
cally. Lacey, it was‘true, lurked behind this ra- 
diant picture like a little black thing in a corner, 
but dull and unimportant as he had always been, 
a thing unimaginable in connexion with these 
iridescent emotions that swept through his mind. 
But he began to want very much to see her again, 
and as the days passed the little figure of Lacey 
struggled to come out of its corner and take on 
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a greater value. He thrust it back. It was almost 
unbearable when he presented himself at her 
house at the punctual expiration of the three 
weeks to be told that it would be yet four days 
before her return. 

He came away a little chilled. 

There had been something concrete about the 
hall door, the door which Lacey entered daily 
with a latch-key, and the porch in which Craw- 
shay had seen the children grouped with hoops 
and mailcart, that had abruptly touched his 
imaginings with conflicting reality. They were so 
fragile as to shiver at that touch of matter of 
fact as flowers shiver at the frost. The irrecon- 
cilability of his dream with her assured position 
enthroned in her family stared him blankly in the 
face, no longer to be evaded; it surprised him 
that he had not appreciated this before, he won- 
dered simply and shamefacedly whether really 
he wouldn’t have been considered rather a cad 
to let such thoughts as he had had concern them- 
selves with Mrs. Lacey. He began to be troubled 
by the knowledge that by the accepted code of 
honour, he was a dishonourable friend. But the 
thought of her still lay obstinately warm at his 
heart. 

He wanted to do the right thing. He decided 
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that he had one obvious duty; he must never, 
never let her know. If she never knew, would it 
matter that he loved her? 

His first state of simple emotional delight 
passed. Directly he had decided that he must not 
tell her his mind became a blank. Correct as that 
course of conduct might be, his imagination re- 
fused it as his feet might have refused tight 
boots. His imagination indeed kept on persist- 
ently scheming situations and anticipating con- 
versations quite incompatible with never, never 
letting her know. To devise his further be- 
haviour towards her wearied him, it was not 
so much like fitting a puzzle together as try- 
ing to combine two halves of two puzzles of dif- 
ferent sizes into one cohering whole. He went 
to see her at last, no longer in the happy state in 
which he had mounted the steps half a week 
before, but bothered, more than anything else 
bothered, by the confusion in his attitudes. 

At first he had talked and listened to her with 
only half his mind, and thought about her with 
the other. Without knowing it he was looking 
at her intently, so that her frank serenity became 
faintly clouded, one might almost have thought 
her nervous. A silence fell between them. 

She had even coloured a little. He really had 
not meant to speak to her at all of what had 
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stabbed into his heart, he had come to see her 
meaning that very honestly. And then face to 
face with her that idea seemed suddenly absurd. 
She looked so safe and solid a friend, there was 
such capacity for counsel in her kindly eyes. The 
impulse had overwhelmed him to put the diffi- 
culty to her as he would any other simple trouble. 

It seemed to him as if he jerked his voice 
forcibly into the silence. “I wonder if you would 
mind very much if I told you something,” he 
said. 

She laughed, not quite naturally. “I thought 
there was something the matter,” she said. 

He leant across the little table that was be- 
tween them. “I didn’t mean to tell you,” he said, 
and hesitated and found it more difficult than 
he had believed. 

“Well?” she said valiantly, trying to look him 
frankly in the face, and failing a little. 

(How beautifully the sun and sea had tanned 
her cheek!) “Don’t you know what it is I want 
to tell you?” 

“How can I know?” she almost stammered. 

Her confusion fired him suddenly. ‘You do,” 
he pleaded. “You’ve got instincts. I bring it to 
you as I bring all my difficulties. You’re the wise 
one.” His voice broke to a whisper. “Dear wise 
one! what am I to do?” 
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The words that he could not say shone out of 
his voice and eyes. She looked up at him quickly, 
and pretended no longer not to understand. She 
flushed intensely, for a moment he thought she 
was going to cry. All at once, it seemed to him 
an enormity that he should have spoken as he 
had, that now a stern angel would turn him out 
of his garden of friendship with her and slam the 
gate upon him for ever. Very humbly he bent 
his head to kiss her fingers as they gripped the 
arm of her sofa. 

She moved her hand before his lips could 
touch it. “Don’t,” she whispered. 

He thought her offended, and drew back. “I 
beg your pardon,” he said, with mortification in 
his voice. 

“Oh my dear!” The cry broke irrepressibly’ 
over her lips, and he looked at her, startled at her 
tone, waiting. But her eyes were downcast. She 
was silent for a moment. 

“What do you want?” she asked him. 

Crawshay’s eyes dropped; he sat with inter- 
twined fingers, wrenching his knuckles together. 
Everything went from him save his bald fact. 

“IT want to love you,” he said slowly, and at her 
silence looked up at her. 

Her clear-shining, courageous eyes met his. 
“And I want to love you,” she said gently. 
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He was astonished beyond measure. “Mil- 
dred!” he cried, and across the little table he 
caught her hands in his. 

She looked back into his eyes very steadfastly. 
“And we live in the world we live in, and we 
mustn’t and we can’t.” 

“JT love you!” 

She shook her head slightly. Her voice trem- 
bled. “This is a beautiful thing we can’t have, 
dear.” 

“Tt’s—endlessly beautiful. I love you.” 

“Tm married.” 

“T know. I don’t care.” 

“You must. A woman puts her heart in har- 
ness when she marries.” 

“You own your own free soul.” 

“Do I?” 

The simple irony of her challenge tore his fine 
phrase to pieces. 

““You—you ought to,” he stammered. 

She laughed. “I dare say,” she said. “But I 
don’t. And that’s why you mustn’t be in love 
with me, Guy, or I with you.” 

“How can I help it?” 

“Stop it.” 

“JT can never stop loving you.” i 

“Oh; there are ways,” she said with a note of 
wisdom in her voice that nettled him. “If you 
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don’t see me for a long time——” She got up 
and went to the fire, and, looking into it, went on 
speaking. ‘““We—we can stop it. You’d better 
not come and see me again at times when you’re 
likely to find me alone. Better perhaps if you 
don’t come at all for a time.” 

“Not come!” he said blankly. “But I 5 

He got up too, and came to the fireplace, lean- 
ing his elbow on the mantelshelf, and spoke with 
his head on his hand. ‘I wish I could explain,” 
he said. “You know, Mildred, it seems so—so 
jolly to love you. It feels like the most natural 
thing in the world. I know really I’m a mean 
cad—at least I suppose ’m a mean cad—I sup- 
pose I’ve got no moral sense or something. . . .” 

She looked at him with a smile. “Oh non- 
sense!”? she said heartily. ““That’s all rubbish, 
dear, and you know it is.” 

He smiled back. “It feels like rubbish,” he said 
in a comforted voice. “But it’s what people 
would say.” 

“Oh, it’s what people would say. But it’s non- 
sense all the same.” ! 

““Then”—he had felt his way to argument— 
“why shouldn’t I love you?” 

She looked into the fire,weighing her answer. 
“Because matriage is a pretty straight bargain for 
a woman really, it has got no place in it for this 
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love you bring me, Guy. I don’t undervalue it, 
my dear”—he flushed with pleasure—“you bring 
it as you might bring flowers; to me it’s as sweet 
as flowers, so sweet that I’ve told you the truth, 
I love you back. I won’t smirch your gift with 
lying. I love your youth and yourself, and your 
hair and eyes and all the pretty things about you. 
I'd love you so gladly. But some other woman 
will have to love you, Guy, not me. I can’t run 
any risks. I’m married to a man who'd not ex- 
cuse me—if he saw you—holding my hands— 
as you did just now. Do understand me, my dear. 
All this life I have led so long has come to fit 
me like my skin. If it was torn off me, I should 
bleed to death. There’s my children. In the long 
run my children and their happiness mean far 
more to me than you do. And I’m more impor- 
tant to them than I am to you. I wouldn’t for 
all the world give them as hostages to luck—to 
chance. And that’s—why.” 

He was silent for a time. “It’s like killing 
something beautiful,” he said at last. 

She nodded. “I know. It feels like—cruelty. 
It can’t be helped. It’s got to die this time. I 
suppose, in the history of poor men and women, 
it has died, thousagds of times.” 

He looked at her unhappily, and presently she 
too turned her eyes from the fire and met his, 
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They softened very tenderly and she laid her 
hand upon his arm. ‘There is one thing,” she 
said, “I think I will take from all the beautiful 
possibilities that we’re not going to have. Why 
shouldn’t I? Something I’ve wanted so much.” 
And she had bent forward unexpectedly and 
kissed him full and sweetly on the lips. 

He had clasped her then, and kissed her again 
and again, and said passionate, wild things. “No, 
no,” she said imploringly. 

And then they both heard the front door slam, 
and Lacey’s heavy tread coming up the stairs. 

He hadn’t come into the drawing-room. 
Heaven knows what would have happened if he 
had. Starting apart, she trying in desperate haste 
to assume a casual attitude in an easy-chair, he 
drawn up stiffly, feet planted apart on the 
hearthrug, they heard Lacey turn into his study 
on the half landing. They were saved from dis- 
covery. But that moment had given them the 
quality of their relationship, their first and last 
embrace had ended with a poor scuffle for the 
positions in which they now hung so limply. The 
uncompromising facts of the situation stared 
Crawshay in the face. There was nothing more 
to be said. What had happened had taught him 
more than hours of discussion. His honest young 
heart had never imagined the sting of hypocrisy. 
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and whispered, ‘Don’t come again,” and he had 
held it tightly for a moment with, he hated to 
remember, his ears on the stretch. And then he 
had come away. 

That was all. The whole episode had been as 
sweet.and fragrant and honest—as hay. 

He had come away in an heroic mood to em- 
brace almost eagerly the separation that was to be 
his penance. The disgust of his sensations when 
he had been so nearly “caught” by Lacey—the 
vulgar word occurred to him, and he could not 
rid his mind of it—contributed not a little to 
that readiness. And for a time, too, it was a won- 
derful thought, and filled his mind, that she was 
away there on the other side of London, in love 
with himself. The sweet taste of her candid 
avowal lingered with him. It was a sufficient 
satisfaction for quite three days. For those first 
days he was not at all unhappy. 

But it was a satisfaction that had only itself to 
feed upon. What next? is the incessant cry of the 
insatiable human heart. He began to find out 
that there was to be no “next,” that that bitter- 
ness was enfolded in the fine flower of their 
sacrifice. Then at once he wanted very badly to 
see her again. How could their intercourse be 
broken off with that snatched insufficient con- 
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versation? He began to think of other considera- 
tions, qualifications, aspects that he might have 
put to her, that it was only reasonable to put to 
her. They had parted on an impulse. There were 
plenty of arrangements they might have made 
to keep their friendship, at any rate; he would 
have given his word never to cross that bound- 
ary again if she had wished it so. Slowly and 
surely he began to forget the cogent argument 
of Lacey’s footsteps heard upon the stairs. And 
in this manner, creeping up here, swirling for- 
ward there, flooding and swallowing all his 
thoughts at last, like the tide running in over 
long reaches of unresistant sands, came the un- 
conquerable conviction that this truncation of 
their friendship was absurd and unnecessary, and 
then everything-else in his mind went awash in 
that like seaweed wrack upon the flow. 

With that, a curious change came over his 
thoughts of her. Many times since their last 
meeting he had gone over in his mind all that had 
happened, all that she had said. Indeed that occu- 
pied him mainly. On that afternoon of spring 
as he sat in the park alone at the tea-table with 
his tea cold at his elbow, he thought of it all 
again. But the life had gone out of that remem- 
bered talk. Under the wear of his repetition the 
realities of their interview had lost their saliency 
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like a fingered coin. He had ceased to feel her 
honest candour, he gave her no longer any credit 
for her own share in their renunciation. He did 
not know it was so, but insensibly his thoughts of 
her had soured. His mind had travelled far when 
he sat there, prodding his cane into the gravel; 
it was insisting ill-temperedly that it was nothing 
but cowardly of her to have shut her doors upon 
him as she had. She knew that he had made no 
other friends half as intimate, that he depended 
on her. And she had just turned him out. She 
wouldn’t trust him. Wouldn’t he have given her 
his word? 

He was irritated, annoyed. He wished he 
could wipe out the whole thing. He told him- 
self that it had been a crowning mistake to 
tell her, to trust her, confide in her at all. 
Here he was, stranded alone on this wretched 
afternoon, with everybody in London, it 
seemed, about him, meeting, smiling at one an- 
other, flowing into friendly groups. He might 
have been having tea in that pleasant drawing- 
room now if he hadn’t been such a fool as to tell 
her. Why not? What a fool he had been! And 
hadn’t she led him on, with her show of open- 
minded tolerance, to suppose that she wouldn’t 
take the conventional line as she had done, scut- 
tle back to orthodox defences at his first attempt 


126 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


to strip their relationship bare to its truth. She 
had let him come and see her constantly, let him 
fall in love with her, and then thrown him over 
to scramble back to peace of mind again as best 
he could. He made hard phrases about her as one 
might swear; that they were untrue, that wher- 
ever was the folly of his present position it wasn’t 
in him or in her, lay submerged in the flood of his 
hurt vanity like a thing drowned. 

He was aroused at last by the waitress. She 
stood beside him and smiled down upon him en- 
gagingly, and getting no response, clattered the 
tea-things together and conveyed by an offended 
manner that he had been there long enough. He 
saw with surprise that the crowd that had sur- 
rounded him when he sat down, was gone. As 
he walked away the shadows lay long on the 
grass, the sunshine fainted, something that was 
more like a creeping sweetness than a breeze 
stirred among the flowers. Nearly all the prom- 
enaders were gone, gone to their homes to 
dress, to forgather again in smiling, animated 
clusters round dinner-tables. Presently lights 
would flicker up in the big stone houses, win- 
dows would shine out, people would come out 
cloaked, to get into carriages in twos and threes 
and fours, and be driven swiftly to theatres and 
parties. Across the crowded, humming theatres 
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they would nod and wave friendly hands, from 
bright, compact dinner-tables they would troop 
up into drawing-rooms, gossiping and laughing. 

He had to spend his own evening somehow. 

He dined alone at a place where there were 
little candle-shaded tables for two people in a 
balcony, and downstairs larger ones for four. 
No one else was there alone. He had chosen it 
haphazard, he had never been there before, and 
there was an air of surreptitiousness about more 
than one couple who dined together at the 
screened tables in the balcony that penetrated 
him with torment. Everybody did these things! 
Towards the end of his dinner he perceived that 
immense spaces of evening still stretched before 
him, and asked for an evening paper. He ran 
his eye down the list of theatres, and picked out 
a play whose name had been flung at him lately 
from every hoarding in West London. The plot 
of the play touched obliquely and absurdly on his 
own preoccupation; its three acts of irritating 
false issues rushed at last to a glib solution. 
Crawshay came out into a pressed and squeezing, 
chattering crowd. Before the theatre an intense 
light, a stupendous flare of electricity fell on 
their faces, on brilliantly coloured cloaks, dia- 
monds and sweeping feathers. In the glare every 
face was ghastly white, he saw the women black 
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shadowed, heavily lined, powder-encrusted, ugly. 
He struggled out of the pressure and fell into a 
side turning as into a pit of darkness. 

Life was ugly—ugly and stupid. That was 
what he had found out. And one had to take 
it as one found it. 

He went on, through gloomy side streets, al- 
most deserted, through busy main thoroughfares 
blazing with lights and crowded with hurrying, 
hustling people. Cab whistles shrilled about him, 
swishing motors whirled outward from the glit- 
tering cluster of theatres like sparks from a fire- 
work. At one corner he was held by the crowd. 

A woman in a big hat drifted nearer to him, 
and murmured the battered formula of her 
trade. 

A spasm of disgust shook him with anger. “No 
fear!” he replied roughly, and moved on. 

She turned away sharply with offence. He 
went on, angry with himself for his brutality, 
but indeed he knew in his heart that that rough 
rebuff had been the measure of the nearness with 
which he had come to snatching her offered 
company. He felt that in that woman’s approach 
the very spirit of civilization itself had spoken, 
and pointed out in one crude coarse gesture that 
it had not been unmindful to provide for his 
commonplace case and that of thousands of 
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similar others. He did not mean to be beaten, 
he did not mean to conform to the spirit of 
civilization’s standard of conduct, but mean- 
while—— ) 

Meanwhile! Meanwhile he walked solitary 
through the night, tormented in body and mind. 
Meanwhile the theatres, restaurants, hotels, and 
all the busy, brilliant forgathering-places of 
great London turned out their guests clapped 
together their doors, and flicked out their lights. 
The fewer and fewer people on the pavements 
melted into the darkness, the rarer and rarer taxis 
flew away into the night, the humming roar of 
London’s pulse grew quieter, quieter, and 
stopped. He was left alone. 


Vv 
THE GHOST 


he was a girl of fourteen, and she sat 
propped up with pillows in an old four- 
poster bed, coughing a little with the 
feverish cold that kept her there. She was tired 
of reading by lamplight, and she lay and listened 
to the few sounds that she could hear, and looked 
into the fire. From downstairs, down the wide, 
rather dark, oak-panelled corridor hung with 
brown ochre pictures of tremendous naval en- 
gagements exploding fierily in their centres down 
the broad stone stairs that ended in a heavy, 
creaking, nail-studded door, there blew in to 
her remoteness sometimes a gust of dance music. 
Cousins and cousins and cousins were down 
there, and Uncle Timothy, as host, leading the 
fun. Several of them had danced into her room 
during the day, and said that her illness was a 
“perfect shame,” told her that the skating in the 
park was “‘too heavenly,” and danced out again. 
Uncle Timothy had been as kind as kind could 
be. But Downstairs all the full cup of hap- 
piness the lonely child had looked forward to so 
eagerly for a month, was running away like liq- 
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She watched the flames of the big wood fire in 
the open grate flicker and fall. She had some- 
times to clench her hands to prevent herself from 
crying. She had discovered—so early was she be- 
ginning to collect her little stock of feminine 
lore—that if you swallowed hard and rapidly as 
the tears gathered, that you could prevent your 
eyes brimming over. She wished someone would 
come. There was a bell within her reach, but she 
could think of no plausible excuse for ringing 
it. She wished there was more light in the room. 
The big fire lit it up cheerfully when the logs 
flared high; but when they only glowed, the dark 
shadows crept down from the ceiling and gath- 
ered in the corners against the panelling. She 
turned from the scrutiny of the room to the 
bright circle of light under the lamp on the table 
beside her, and the companionable suggestiveness 
of the current jelly and spoon, grapes and lemon- 
ade and little pile of books and kindly fuss that 
shone warmly and comfortingly there. Perhaps 
it would not be long before Mrs. Bunting, her 
uncle’s housekeeper, would come in again and 
sit down and talk to her. 

Mrs. Bunting, very probably, was more occu- 
pied than usual that evening. There were several 
extra guests, another house-party had motored 
over for the evening, and they had brought with 
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them a romantic figure, a celebrity, no less a per- 
sonage than the actor Percival East. The girl 
had indeed broken down from her fortitude that 
afternoon when Uncle Timothy had told her of 
this visitor. Uncle Timothy was surprised; it was 
only another schoolgirl who would have under- 
stood fully what it meant to be denied by a mere 
cold the chance of meeting face to face that 
chivalrous hero of drama; another girl who had 
glowed at his daring, wept at his noble renuncia- 
tions, been made happy, albeit enviously and vi- 
cariously, by his final embrace with the lady of 
his love. 

“There, there, dear child,” Uncle Timothy 
had said patting her shoulder and greatly dis- 
tressed. ““Never mind, never mind. If you can’t 
get up I'll bring him in to see you here. I promise 
I will. . . . But the pull these chaps have over 
you little women,” he went on, half to him- 
Sebo kid. 

The panelling creaked. Of course, it always 
did in these old houses. She was of that order of 
apprehensive, slightly nervous people who do not 
believe in ghosts, but all the same hope devoutly 
they may never see one. Surely it was a long 
time since anyone had visited her; it would be 
hours, she supposed, before the girl who had 
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the room next her own, into which a communi- 
cating door comfortingly led, came up to bed. 
If she rang it took a minute or two before any- 
one reached her from the remote servants’ quar- 
ters. There ought soon, she thought, to be a 
housemaid about the corridor outside, tidying up 
the bedrooms, putting coal on the fires, and mak- 
ing such like companionable noises. That would 
be pleasant. How bored one got in bed anyhow, 
and how dreadful it was, how unbearably dread- 
ful it was that she should be stuck in bed now, 
missing everything, missing every bit of the 
glorious glowing time that was slipping away 
down there. At that she had to begin swallowing 
her tears again. 

With a sudden burst of sound, a storm of clap- 
ping and laughter, the heavy door at the foot of 
the big stairs swung open and closed. Footsteps 
came upstairs, and she heard men’s voices ap- 
proaching. Uncle Timothy. He knocked at the 
door ajar. “Come in,” she cried gladly. With 
him was a quiet-faced greyish-haired man of 
middle age. Then uncle had sent for the doctor 
after all! 

“Here is another of your young worshippers, 
Mr. East,” said Uncle Timothy. 
_ Mr. East. She realized in a flash that she had 
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expected him in purple brocade, powdered hair, 
and ruffles of fine lace. Her uncle smiled at her 
disconcerted face. 

“She doesn’t seem to recognize you, Mr. East,” 
said Uncle Timothy. 

“Of course I do,” she declared bravely, and sat 
up, flushed with excitement and her feverishness, 
bright-eyed and.with ruffled hair. Indeed she be- 
gan to see the stage hero she remembered and the 
kindly-faced man before her flow together like 
a composite portrait. There was the little nod of 
the head, there was the chin, yes! and the eyes, 
now she came to look at them. ‘““Why were they 
all clapping you?” she asked. 

“Because I had just promised to frighten them 
out of their wits,” replied Mr. East. 

“Oh, how?” 

“Mr. East,” said Uncle Timothy, “is going to 
dress up as our long-lost ghost, and give us a 
really shuddering time of it downstairs.” 

“Are you?” cried the girl with all the fierce 
desire that only a girl can utter in her voice. “Oh, 
why am I ill like this, Uncle Timothy? I’m not 
ill really. Can’t you see I’m better. I’ve been 
in bed all day. I’m perfectly well. Can’t I come 
down, Uncle dear—can’t I?” 

In her excitement she was half out of bed. 
“There, there, child,” soothed Uncle Timothy, 
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hastily smoothing the bedclothes and trying to 
tuck her in. 

“But cawt I?” 

“Of course, if you want to be thoroughly 
frightened, frightened out of your wits, mind 
you,” began Percival East. 

“T do, I do,” she cried, bouncing up and down 
in her bed. 

“T’ll come and show myself when I’m dressed 
up, before I go down.” 

“Oh please, please,” she cried back radiantly. 
A private performance all to herself! “Will you 
be perfectly awful?” she laughed exultantly. 

*“As ever I can,” smiled Mr. East, and turned 
to follow Uncle Timothy out of the room. “You 
know,” he said, holding the door and looking 
back at her with mock seriousness, “I shall look 
rather horrid, I expect. Are you sure you won’t 
mind?” 

*“Mind—when it’s you?” laughed the girl. 

He went out of the room, shutting the door. 

“Rum-ti-tum, ti-tum, ti-ty,” she hummed 
gaily, and wriggled down into her bedclothes 
again, straightened the sheet over her chest, and 
prepared to wait. 

She lay quietly for some time, with a smile on 
her face, thinking of Percival East and fitting his 
grave, kindly face back into its various dramatic 
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settings. She was quite satisfied with him. She 
began to go over in her mind in detail the last 
play in which she had seen him act. How splen- 
did he had looked when he fought the duel! She 
couldn’t imagine him gruesome, she thought. 
What would he do with himself? 

Whatever he did, she wasn’t going to be 
frightened. He shouldn’t be able to boast he had 
frightened her. Uncle Timothy would be there 
too, she supposed. Would he? 

Footsteps went past her door outside, along 
the corridor, and died away. The big door at the 
end of the stairs opened and clanged shut. 

Uncle Timothy had gone down. 

She waited on. 

A log, burnt through the middle to a ruddy 
thread, fell suddenly in two tumbling pieces on 
the hearth. She started at the sound. How quiet 
everything was. How much longer would he 
be, she wondered. The fire wanted making up, 
the pieces of wood collecting together. Should 
she ring? But he might come in just when the 
servant was mending the fire, and that would 
spoil his entry. The fire could wait... . 

The room was very still, and, with the fallen 
fire, darker. She heard no more any sound at 
all from downstairs. That was because her door 
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was shut. All day it had been open, but now the 
last slender link that held her to downstairs was 
broken. 

The lamp flame gave a sudden fitful leap. 
Why? Was it going out? Was it?—no. 

She hoped he wouldn’t jump out at her, but of 
course he wouldn’t. Anyhow, whatever he did 
she wouldn’t be frightened—really frightened. 
Forewarned is forearmed. 

Was that a sound? She started up, her eyes 
on the door. Nothing. 

But surely, the door had minutely moved, it 
did not sit back quite so close into its frame! 
Perhaps it She was sure it had moved. Yes, 
it had moved—opened an inch, and slowly, as 
she watched, she saw a thread of light grow be- 
tween the edge of the door and its frame, grow 
almost imperceptibly wider, and stop. 

He could never come through that? It must 
have yawned open of its own accord. Her heart 
began to beat rather quickly. She could see only 
the upper part of the door, the foot of her bed 
hid the lower third... . 

Her attention tightened. Suddenly, as sud- 
denly as a pistol shot, she saw that there was a 
little figure like a dwarf near the wall, between 
the door and the fireplace. It was a little cloaked 
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it? It was moving slowly, very slowly, towards 
the fire, as if it was quite unconscious of her; 
it was wrapped about in a cloak that trailed, 
with a slouched hat on its head down to its shoul- 
ders. She gripped the clothes with her hands, it 
was so queer, so unexpected; she gave a little 
gasping laugh to break the tension of the silence 
—to show she appreciated him. 

The dwarf stopped dead at the sound, and 
turned its face round to her. 

Oh! but she was frightened! it was a dead 
white face, a long pointed face hunched between 
its shoulders, there was no colour in the eyes that 
stared at her! How did he do it, how did he do 
it? It was too good. She laughed again nervously, 
and with a clutch of terror that she could not 
control she saw the creature move out of the 
shadow and come towards her. She braced her- 
self with all her might, she mustn’t be frightened 
by a bit of acting—he was coming nearer, it was 
horrible, horrible—right up to her bed... . 

She flung her head beneath her bedclothes. 
Whether she screamed or not she never 
knew. ... 

Someone was rapping at her door, speaking 
cheerily. She took her head out of the clothes 
with a revulsion of shame at her fright. The 
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horrible little creature was gone! Mr. East was 
speaking at her door. What was it he was say- 
ing? What? 

“V’m ready now,” he said. “Shall I come in, 
and begin?” 


vI 


WINTER SUNSET 


hen you and I were young, dear love, 
\) \ Twas like a summer’s day; 
Your love poured hot into my soul 
A very little way, 


Like the sun into my window here 
Upon a summer’s day. 


But that was years ago. And now 
Your love comes warm and wise; 

It stoops, it streams, a golden flood 
Level into my eyes, 

Like the sun into my window here 
Low in the wintry skies. 
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THE OCULIST 


n a bench in the sunshine in Hyde Park 
() sat, one morning in late summer, a 
young man of twenty-seven, and at a 
discreet distance, a hospital nurse in a dark-blue 
uniform. He was fair-haired and fair-skinned, 
athletic and well-grown, but his eyes were invis- 
ible behind densely black glasses that fitted 
tightly to his brows and cheek-bones. He had 
been brought there, as had been his routine for 
two weeks, by the nurse; his hand had lain 
within her arm as he walked, she had guided his 
steps. She brought him always, by a convention 
that stung him by its folly, to a fresh place to sit 
down; in reality it mattered nothing to him 
where he sat if he were free from the patter of 
passing feet; it mattered nothing since he looked 
only into the eversame blackness of his glasses. 
But he could not bear the sound of those in- 
visible feet, the murmur about him of a crowd 
that he could not see; it tortured him so that at 
last he had to fight against the impulse to hit out 
suddenly with his arms, if only so he might feel 
those bodiless presences. He did not explain this 
to the woman who accompanied him, nothing of 
141 
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this nor of the hundred other things that hurt 
and tormented him. They had often an almost 
wordless struggle for the objective of their two 
daily walks, she for the thronged promenade that 
she considered cheerful for her patient, he for 
the silence of the turf stretch where the sun fell 
upon him warmly, a gentle caress that smarted 
his eyes in their darkness with tears. 

He had lived in darkness for two weeks. 

Before that he had had an enforced holiday 
for three months. That holiday, the oculist he 
had consulted had told him, would probably 
cure his trouble altogether. But he had received 
impressive warnings. No reading, no eye-strain 
whatever, no late hours—the stout, slow-moving 
old man confronted him, as he had confronted 
the great ones of the earth, with ultimata. There 
was a scarcely hidden threat if these instruc- 
tions were not followed. If there was further 
inflammation The stout old man’s voice 
trailed off. Well, there mustn’t be any more in- 
flammation. 

To the young man the shock was severe. When 
he entered that roomful of apparatus presided 
over by the stout old gentleman, he had antici- 
pated nothing more serious than the prescrip- 
tion of an elegant pince-nez. He had gone to 
keep his appointment, rather flattered by the 
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prospective pince-nez, as he might have gone to 
buy a new hat in March. 

He had to tell his father what the specialist 
had said. He made light of it to his mother; and 
to his sisters, who at the moment were super- 
latively interested over costumes for a fancy ball, 
he said nothing about it at all. His father, a pros- 
perous solicitor taking this only son into part- 
nership, assented grudgingly to the prescribed 
holiday. The young man went down to lodgings 
in a Sussex farmhouse. 

It was a charming holiday. He found himself 
near a hospitable household of friends, welcom- 
ing and gay; it was summer weather; one young 
girl of the party seemed to him beautiful, and 
the most sympathetic and intelligent being he 
had ever dreamt of. He fell in love. His head- 
aches vanished, and at the end of three months he 
had almost forgotten the reason why he was 
idling so happily in that pleasant place. On the 
eve of his intended proposal to her he remem- 
bered. He realized that as a matter of form, he 
must make that all right. He would get a clean 
bill of health. 

He raced up to London the following day by 
the earliest train. He bought a day ticket; he 
would return in the late afternoon, and walk 
over to her home that evening. It would be dusk; 
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and then moonlight, summer moonlight, would 
make the world still more wonderful than it was 
already. It would be the perfect scene. 

He walked buoyantly up Harley Street; he 
knew the house by some absurd streaky orange 
flower-pots that decorated the windows of the 
stout old gentleman, who had no time for 
zsthetic susceptibility. But the stout old gentle- 
man was abroad. His partner offered him, 
through the medium of a pallid girl secretary, an 
appointment for half-past five. 

That was a nuisance, but it would do. The 
last train down left at seven-fifteen. 

Meanwhile he had all the afternoon to kill. 
He lunched early, and after his three months of 
Sussex and bare down stretches the very streets 
were amusing. He felt superbly well, he wanted 
to leap and shout. He walked along familiar 
streets ablaze with sunshine, down Shaftesbury 
Avenue, down Charing Cross Road. There was 
a bustle of approach and arrival at the Coliseum. 
He saw brilliant posters. Of course! Down there 
in Sussex they had talked of Sumurun; she had 
loved it. 

He went in. 

He was in luck, as usual. They were just be- 
ginning. All through, he knew he’d be in luck _ 
that day. He sat down. A youth in Turkish dress 
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stood before the curtain and declaimed a pro- 
logue, the curtain parted and rolled back, and 
the East, that magical, romantic, humorous East 
of his boyhood, that wonderland of the Arabian 
Nights, began to live before him on the stage. 
And not only remote upon the stage; out of a 
blinding light edged by black nothingness at the 
back of the theatre came the people of his child- 
ish imagination running down a flowery path- 
way straight across the auditorium to the stage, 
as if they had been born in the sun and ran to 
earth along a rainbow. Their feet ran or danced 
or marched along that pathway, at one point not 
ten feet from his head; a trick that touched 
them with magic and mystery and reality at 
once. Shining brown bodies, glittering black eyes, 
and flashing white teeth, they swayed and swung 
and danced to jolly music; beautiful veiled 
women slipped about the bustle of the bazaar 
followed by a pageantry of attendants, were 
loved passionately and died for dramatically; fe- 
male slaves with laughing eyes smuggled contra- 
band lovers into their mistress’s presence; he saw 
the inner splendours of an eastern palace, whose 
music was slender fountains that splashed and 
tinkled into their basins, and where Sumurun 
danced for her lover. Crimsons and purples, 
green and blue, azure, topaz, cloth of gold and 
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silver, hues of the peacock and golden pheasant 
—a wonderful web of colour intensely lit, a very 
glut of colour! He had looked so long on the grey 
Sussex downs. And then vengeance pursued those 
lovers, and an angry sheikh struck with his 
gleaming scimitar at the great brass shield up- 
lifted to protect them—Crash! 

The curtain fell. He sat back, aware once more 
of himself and of the theatre about him. 

He discovered that his head ached, and that 
there was an aching pain behind his eyes. 

He stumbled out, seeing dancing spots of light* 
on a crimson mist. 

He took a taxicab to Harley Street, and sat 
nervously in the oculist’s dreary, shadowed 
waiting-room, watching every palpitation of his 
pain as if he watched a living thing. He waited 
half an hour, three-quarters of an hour, an hour. 
Two other people came, sat in the shadows, 
passed out to their interviews. His pain increased. 

He was taken at last into the presence of a 
buoyant young man, inclined to be stoutish, with 
a manner whose cheerfulness affected him like a 
noisy laugh. He found himself trembling sud- 
denly, and sat down. His voice cracked as he 
gave his name, and the young oculist glanced at 
him, slightly surprised, before he turned to look 


up his case in a card index. 
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There followed the usual questions. ““Been to 
a theatre, have you,” remarked the buoyant 
young practitioner. “That was a pity, eh? Now 
let me look into your eyes.” 

A searching light was focussed into his eyes. 
“H’m,” said the young specialist, looking into 
one eye. “Hah!” switching aside the direction 
of the searchlight and looking into the other. 
“Oh! what a pity, eh?” laying down his lens 
and looking at his patient as if he joined him in 
commiserating a spoilt hat. 

“Ts there—inflammation?”’ asked the patient. 
After what he had been told three months be- 
fore, he knew that his future depended on the 
answer to that. 

“Oh dear yes. In your right eye,” said the 
young specialist, turning to his bureau for pen 
and ink. He scribbled with momentous pauses 
of thoughtfulness; the thin cloth of his grey 
frock coat wrinkled across his fat back. His 
Patient sat in silence, tense with the terror of a 
further question that must be asked. 

The specialist swung half round on his revoly- 
ing chair and held out his prescription. ‘You'll 
get this made up, won’t you,” he said. ‘Rub it in 
twice a day over the brows—I mean once a day 
over each brow and once a day behind each ear,” 
—he became trivially explicit. “Then here is the 


148 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


formula for your glasses—they’ll be black, you 
know. Till you get them ” he rummaged in 
a drawer and produced a hideous shade of black 
card, “wear this. You must rest your eyes a bit. 
You'll have to have a nurse te 

“A nurse!” 

“Take you about for a bit, you know. I'll 
send you one if you'll allow me; excellent 
woman. She'll take care of you all right. And 
you'll come and see us again when Mr. Priestley’s 
back.” 

The buoyant young specialist got up to indi- 
cate that he had done all he could. 

The young man rose to his extended hand, and 
tried to ask his supreme question offhandedly. 
“Do you think I’m in a bad way then?” he got 
out. 

The doctor looked at him confidently. “I 
think we'll save the other eye,” he said with 
cheerfulness. 

Save the other eye! 

“Do you mean I’m likely to become—blind?” 
He was holding his voice steady as if with a phy- 
sical grip, but it snapped at that last word, 
snapped to a falsetto. 

The young specialist looked at him with sur- 
prise, as if he had committed the gravest inde- 
corum. “Oh!” he protested. ‘““Mustn’t look at it 
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like that, you know, really. I think it’s all very 
hopeful.” He charged his voice with increased 
warmth. “You mustn’t get depressed. That 
would be a pity. That never does any good. 
You'll probably see quite well with the other eye. 
Plenty of people only use one eye, and never 
know it,” he went on anecdotally, and humour- 
ing his patient doorward. “I’m told I do it my- 
self,” 

He was in the hall, and the parlourmaid, with 
a manner adequate for any disaster, was saying, 
eax, sir?” 

He told the man to drive to Victoria Station, 
and not until he was halfway there did he realize 
the change that had become necessary. He 
stopped the cab and gave his father’s address in 
South Kensington. 

In that cab, and for all the sleepless night that 
followed, it was as if he fought a black canopy 
that was falling and covering him thickly, fold 
upon fold, depth upon depth. 

During the night he tried to write a letter to 
that beloved one in Sussex. He tore up what he 
had written at last and wept with rage, with 
passionate anger, beat his fists upon the table and 
set half a dozen things dancing and clattering to 
the floor. A moment after came a tap at his 
bedroom door, and his mother’s voice. 
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“Ts anything the matter, dear?” 

He controlled himself. ‘Nothing, mother,” 
he called back. “Only upset something. Sorry.” 

“Oh!” he heard her. “‘Good-night, dear.” 

““Good-night, mother.” 

He sat down and presently began a fresh let- 
TEES eR 

He imagined that some emotional scene would 
occur in his family when they knew what had 
happened to him, but by modern standards they 
indeed behaved very well. He told his father, 
who received his statements uneasily, and assured 
him that specialists always made too much of 
things; and through his father the facts filtered 
to the others. They adopted a convention of 
speech—‘Edward is resting his eyes”—and after 
that had been said once or twice it might have 
been they who were blind and not he, so com- 
pletely did they appear not to see the cardboard 
shade that he wore. After a day had passed in 
this manner he on his side could not have borne 
a commiserating word from any of them; he 
began to avoid his mother; for sometimes he 
heard in her voice a tremulousness that might 
soften to speech about this stark fact they were 
all covering so decently. 

A strange existence began to be his. The nurse 
arrived, and the black glasses closed him in with 
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darkness. His days became a routine of trivial 
happenings that concerned himself and his para- 
site the nurse, and left others untouched. It was 
the strangest thing in his experience, that this 
colossal misfortune could thus single him out. 
It was like a murder being done in the midst of a 
tea-party that ignored it. They left him to the 
companionship of the nurse; they seemed a little 
afraid of him. They were afraid of their own 
inadequacy, they had no words ready. He felt 
they were all oddly, curiously embarrassed. 
Mealtimes were the worst part of his day. 
Then indeed their pretence was hard to main- 
tain; his tragedy was a great raw-boned naked 
thing which the rags of their convention could 
not keep covered; constantly at something said, 
or some disability of his, disguise slipped from it 
and it glared upon them. As day followed day 
this became so great a stress upon him that he 
longed to shatter their fine-spun web of be- 
haviour with one blow of his fist upon the table, 
shout out, “I am blind! I am blind!” and force 
them to live with the clean and dreadful truth. 
And then some little thing, the decorous footfall 
of the parlourmaid behind his chair, the offered 
helping on a plate, discreetly named as she 
brought it, would shut him back into the silence. 
As the days passed on a hundred trivialities 
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hemmed him in and held him from that shouted 
truth, as the fine threads of the Liliputians bound 
Gulliver to the earth. The nurse, cool and in- 
different, took control of him in endless petty 
ways, regulated his hours with ridiculous pre- 
cision as if that were germane to his recovery, 
meticulously carried out the oculist’s instruc- 
tions, and was conscientiously cheerful until her 
patient’s silence aggrieved her. More than any- 
thing else, the perverted nature of this woman 
struck him as amazing. Her cold self-possession 
in the presence of this human tragedy had an 
almost dreamlike quality to him, it was so 
strangely impenetrable by his overwhelming dis- 
aster. At first he did not know that this was so, 
he credited her with a sympathy which she could 
not express, and then he began to realize that to 
her he was nothing very exceptional or extraor- 
dinary. He had never had a serious illness in his 
life, he had never before been attended by a pro- 
fessional nurse. To her he wasn’t a human being 
in voiceless torment, he was a number in an ocu- 
list’s case-book, he was at the moment her un- 
exhilarating means of livelihood. He was not an 
individual victim of a dire and unique tragedy. 
but one of hundreds. The mechanical excellence 
of her devices for the care of him frightened his 
soul. So might a caught bird, had it the wit, thrill 
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with new terror at the final captivity implied 
by the perfection of its cage. He saw her as the 
frigid concierge of a dreadful part of the uni- 
verse, an organized corner of the world whose 
existence he had hardly apprehended, whose 
doors yawned slowly open to receive him. She 
and the oculist and the world about him were 
ready with a routine into which he could be 
dropped. God! that was the appalling thought! 
it was ready for him. A routine—a prison! Out 
of the world of light into the world of darkness. 
They only asked of him to behave, according to 
their prescription, “well.” If he accepted their 
provision for him, went through that door with- 
out a sound, took his appointed place in that 
nether world without a sigh, they would give 
his behaviour their recognition, they would call 
him “plucky.” 

In his darkness he thought much of courage, 
and how its quality has changed in the life of 
man. It had come to mean this silent endurance 
of terrible things, things in themselves great and 
gaunt and awful. Blindness and slow disease and 
death, and loss and separation from a loved © 
fellow-creature; he saw that these things sat 
among family circles and with groups of friertds, 
silent, dark, enormous faceless presences, dread- 
ful ghosts to whom the living must speak first 
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before their voices can be heard. And in these 
days in which his life course was set, it was cour- 
age not to look at them, not to speak of them, 
to pretend with passionate earnestness that they 
were not there. It was not always so that man 
had dealt with grief. He thought of Job in his 
affliction, and the three friends of Job who 
“lifted up their voice and wept; and rent every 
one his mantle and sprinkled dust upon their 
heads toward heaven.” Thus they sat with him 
seven days and nights. 

“Wherefore is light given to him that is in 
misery, and life unto the bitter in soul. 

“Why is light given to a man whose way is hid, 
and whom God hath hedged in... .” 

That was an ennoblement of great sorrow. 
But, he reflected, in those ancient days the griefs 
and troubles of man fell upon him by no chance, 
they came invested with a high splendour, they 
were the anger of God made manifest. Now these 
things were stripped of that dignity. The rich 
promise of the life that had been unfolding be- 
fore him could be smashed as idly by a chance 
encounter with bacteria as his own unconscious 
foot might smash a fly upon the road. 

He had had a reply to his letter from Sussex. 
Through it shone plainly her readiness to adapt 
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herself to his disaster. Perhaps his misfortune had 
made him supersensitively critical; it was as if 
he missed something in her letter he had expected 
to find there. He reread it for that invisible some- 
thing. What was it that it lacked so cruelly? He 
hardly knew; he knew only that her self- 
oriented sentences of sympathy left him utterly 
uncomforted. She made it evident how com- 
pletely she envisaged their future, herself the 
limelit figure, his slave and link with the world, 
tender, ministering. It seemed to her a not un- 
desirable life. She would add her effort to this 
business they were all about, this stifling of 
reality. He imagined her with the first freshness 
of their union evaporated, devoting herself to the 
endeavour to make him just as happy as if he 
could see; while his part would be to pretend that 
she was his sight and his eyes. He felt that for 
such a vision to be possible her imagination of 
the life they might have lived together must 
have been thin indeed. He rebelled, with every 
fibre of his heart he rebelled against this poor 
substitute offered him. 

No. He had not realized it before, but it 
seemed that foolish things might happen in the 
world he was in, things that made life worthless 
and void; and that he had run up against one of 
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them. He held one liberty still, the liberty to 
leave it. 

As he sat in the sunshine on the bench in the 
park that late summer morning with the nurse 
beside him, he reflected that while he could still 
see he would be wise to safeguard that way out. 
Presently that might be more difficult to do. 
With the increase of his malady they would hem 
him in still more effectually from every exercise 
of his will. 

It was the nurse’s evening off duty. About 
seven he pleaded fatigue and went to his own 
bedroom. And then he took off his black glasses 
—in the dusk his eyes did not feel the shock of 
light very much—and waited hovering about his 
door like an escaping criminal. He slipped suc- 
cessfully downstairs, and by using his latchkey 
opened and shut the hall door without noise. In 
spite of his gruesome errand he felt happier for 
the adventure. 

“T want something to kill an old dog with,” he 
said to the chemist’s assistant. 

He was in considerable spirits by this time, and 
became anecdotal about the dog. It was all sur- 
prisingly easy. By the chemist’s advice he bought 
sixpennyworth of prussic acid. 

He went out of the shop, resisted with enor- 
mous difficulty the temptation to walk on instead 
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of returning home, and with the same precau- 
tions got back into the house quite successfully. 
No one had seen him. 

He locked up the bottle with its innocent- 
looking lumps of white stuff, in his writing-desk, 
and felt he had done a prudent thing. 

In the night he was visited by a new fear. He 
realized that once his sight was gone that he 
might not be able to find the bottle again. His 
head ached, it seemed to him that his eyes ached 
intolerably, and that he was paying for their 
brief exposure in the dusk. In his closed eyes be- 
gan a chase of spangled stars, a fiery rain of fall- 
ing pinpoints of light, an interminable dance of 
dazzling intricate patternings from which he was 
helpless to escape. He had suffered that torment 
before, he groaned now to realize its fresh on- 
set. Over and over again, try as he would, his 
burning eyeballs rolled to follow the track of 
those glittering constellations till they fell into 
the corner of the field, to sweep up again as his 
eyeballs rose, and drag them down once more. 
And then, holding his eyeballs still by sheer 
will, they danced and spun and mocked him and 
shone with fiercer light. 

He got up. He took out the bottle, pushing 
aside the bandage that the nurse arranged for 
him nightly before he slept. It seemed to him that 
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his eyes hurt him much more, and that his sight 
was blurred. He held the bottle in his hand. 
Surely the time was already come. He broke the 
seal slowly. 

Mysterious clutch of life! He put it back into 
its place. 

Two or three times after that he took it out 
and looked at it, telling himself that he must 
familiarize himself with its exact whereabouts. 
He would not acknowledge that he took it out 
with intention; unless he had gone through with 
the business he would have had to admit himself 
a coward. ... 

One morning an appointment card came for 
him from the secretary of the slow-moving old 
gentleman in Harley Street, who was back again 
in his roomful of apparatus. He knew then, what 
he had not realized before, that he hoped still, 
hoped like a fierce pain. 

He was led into the presence of the stout old 
gentleman by the nurse and left. He answered 
a string of slow deliberate questions. In the shad- 
owed room his dark glasses were taken from him. 

“You don’t feel any pain now?” suggested the 
stout old gentleman. 

“No,” said the young man judicially, ‘‘not ex- 
actly now.” 
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The usual scrutiny of his eyes followed, punc- 
tuated with more slow questions. “And how 
long have you been using the dark glasses?” for 
the second time. 

He put out his hand to replace the glasses. 
“You need not put those on again,” remarked the 
oculist as if he were saying the most common- 
place thing in the world. “I see nothing much the 
matter with your eyes at present i 

“Nothing the matter ” the young man’s 
voice broke hysterically. “Do you mean—I 
shan’t lose my sight?” 

“Tt, tt,” said the old gentleman impatiently. 
*“T can find nothing very much the matter now 
with your eyes at all.” 

“But ” said the young man, and then 
turned away. He realized he was going to burst 
into tears. He put his hands to his face and leant 
upon them for a moment. 

The old gentleman, who was putting away his 
lenses in their place in a nest of drawers, turned 
sharply at the sound and was exceedingly aston- 
ished. He turned his back and fiddled with the 
contents of the drawer to give his patient time 
to recover himself. 

The young man could barely await the open- 
ing of the consulting-room door. The nurse re- 
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mained forgotten in the waiting-room. Almost 
at one bound he was in the street—joyful street, 
glorious street! striding along on feet that did 
not seem to touch the pavement, laughing with | 
JOY, seeing, seeing, seeing. .. . 


Vill 


THE EMERALD 
§ 1 


r. Mooney’s shop in the High Street 
M was wedged between a tobacconist’s 
and a pastry-cook’s. They were both 
flourishing concerns, and long ago their pro- 
prietors had rebuilt their old frontages and put 
in large windows of glossy plate glass to replace 
the little square panes that still protected the 
curiosity dealer’s varied stock. Altogether there 
must have been between three and four hundred 
objects of the most miscellaneous kind and origin 
crowded on shelves against those small panes, and 
if one had included the mother-of-pearl card 
counters, engraved and shaped like fish, the 
mixed plateful of old coins, and some foreign 
postage stamps stuck on sheets of browned pa- 
per, they would have totalled a couple of hun- 
dred more. There were rows of plates of oriental 
china, vases of every kind and shape, two stately 
figures of Kwannon, a little gentleman of white 
porcelain with whiskers of real black hair, seated 
in great dignity with his hands tucked up into 


his long sleeves, three barometers, some ivory 
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carvings, weapons, an Indian god writhing his as- 
tonishing equipment of arms, a lot of miscel- 
laneous jewellery and old watches—but the cata- 
logue is too familiar for repetition. There are 
still, thank heaven, many such shops. Behind the 
window, lit by such daylight as could slip 
through the crevices of this display, was more of 
Mr. Mooney’s stock-in-trade, heaped on shelves, 
on tables, or packed on to and inside a chest of 
drawers and a book-case. A customer had to 
move warily; and when the dimensions of Mr. 
Mooney, coming forward slowly from his little 
back room to answer the jangle of the shop-door 
bell, were fully exhibited, the possibility of the 
arrangement became more remarkable still. It 
was easy to infer that Mr. Mooney had not made 
a hasty movement nor had an irritable impulse 
for many a long year. 

Mr. Mooney had closed his shop for the night. 
His outside shutter was pulled down, his modest 
supper was spread on the table round the lamp in 
his back room, his cat, as placid and as circum- 
spect in movement as her master, was seated be- 
fore the fire, and the three old ledgers in which 
Mr. Mooney kept his accounts were laid out be- 
side the supper things for his monthly inspection. 
He was turning the pages of the book devoted to 
his purchases, and he had paused in the turning. 
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His large begrimed forefinger was pointing to 
one item in the crowded BAEC of sloped writing: 

1 Emerald. ? 

That was the entry. It had a line to itself. 

He had found the emerald among a litter of 
small rubbish in a lacquer box that he had ac- 
quired in the same sale lot as some Indian weap- 
ons that he had bid for. He had bought the whole 
lot for twenty-three shillings. When he got the 
things home, he had turned out the lacquer box, 
and among beads and shells and scraps of carved 
sandalwood and so on, was the emerald. It puz- 
zled him from the first, but to begin with he 
assumed it was a piece of green glass. It was 
oddly shaped, not geometrically true, but a kind 
of lopsided oblong about an inch and a half by 
three-quarters, so that he turned it about in his 
hand speculating what it could have been made 
for. And as he looked at it he began to see that 
it was far more beautiful than any glass he had 
ever known; it was a very clear and lovely green, 
the colour was so intense in the heart of it that 
it shone like green fire. He pondered over it, and 
and at last put it to the test of his tourmaline 
tongs. It was not glass. No, at any rate it was 
not glass. 

Mr. Mooney knew of no other green stone and 
could learn of no other green stone that this 
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could be. In spite of some obscure resistance in 
his mind his persuasion grew that this was in- 
deed an emerald, and a wonderful emerald at 
that. For him it was a profoundly disconcerting 
discovery. He locked it up in a rusty old safe 
that lay in a corner among some second-hand 
books in his back room and did his utmost to 
dismiss it from his mind. The problem of its 
disposal did not trouble him. Its value was so 
immense that to realize it would have completely 
upset the routine of his life, and the routine of 
his life was what he valued. Its ownership would 
have made him conspicuous. He disliked con- 
spicuousness so much that he did not frequent 
the big auction-rooms at all, his habit was to bid 
huskily from the back rows at small household 
sales. And what was a still greater difficulty to 
him, he could not visualize a purchaser. Mr. 
Mooney was one of those shopkeepers who are 
particular to whom they hand over their goods. 
He liked to feel that the things he admired were 
going to a kind and appreciative home. He had 
a great nose for another dealer, and would never 
sell to a customer he suspected of being one un- 
less it was something that he despised. He made 
short commons of the customer who would at- 
tempt to bargain by disparaging an article. “If 
it isn’t what yer care for, I don’t want to sell it 
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yer,” he would say bluntly, and replace the ob- 
ject out of reach. He had been known to declare 
stoutly to a smartly furred and jewelled lady who 
asked him for “all that darling Old Chelsea”’ that 
it was already sold to an entirely mythical gen- 
tleman—‘‘the housemaids of her sort ’ud smash 
up anything,” he declared—and to the customer 
he thought worthy he would abate his marked 
price without being asked to do so, offering a 
lower figure as if he did not want to miss the 
chance of getting a bit of his stock well settled 
in life. When he tried to think of a purchaser 
who could afford the emerald, he thought of a 
figure like the most disagreeable capitalists in the 
cartoons of Mr. Will Dyson, and their feminine 
equivalents; royalties could no longer buy such 
things, and if they could there was no one left 
among them all whom Mr. Mooney could pos- 
sibly imagine as wearing the emerald well. Mr. 
Mooney, when he thought of the emerald being 
worn, thought of someone like the Queen of 
Sheba advancing very slowly up to the gold and 
ivory throne of Solomon. At least that was 
something like what was in his mind. But now- 
adays there were no Queens, no Occasions, fit 
to adorn the splendour of that jewel. 

He took it out of the safe, settled down at the 
table again, and turned it between his great 
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thumb and finger, this way and that, in the light 
of the lamp. In the stillness of the shabby little 
room it shone with a magnificence above all 
earthly things, it proclaimed its kinship with the 
stars. ‘““You pretty dear,” said Mr. Mooney softly 
to it, lying in the hard creased palm of his hand. 

There was no avarice in Mr. Mooney, and it 
gave him no particular pleasure beyond the look- 
ing at it that this treasure was his own. Indeed 
he regretted it in his shabby old safe as a lovely 
living thing imprisoned in a dungeon. He would 
say of a good thing among his stock, ““Somebody 
ought t’ave it who'd appreciate it”; and that 
sentiment,’ greatly magnified in intensity, was 
his chief feeling about the emerald. Locked up 
in that dingy safe, with the marvel of its colour 
slain by darkness, what good was it? It seemed 
to Mr. Mooney that when he shut it in the dark 
safe that he killed it. “Someone who’d appreciate 
it,” he murmured, turning it over. He meant, of 
course, for its beauty’s sake, and not on the least 
account because of its money value. He had a 
complete contempt for value expressed in terms 
of money. It occurred to him fancifully that he 
felt about this jewel as a man might feel about 
a favourite and lovely daughter who was also a 
great heiress. She must be loved and married for 
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her own sake, even as if she were penniless. It 
was his business to circumvent all fortune- 
hunters. He himself had seen its loveliness when 
it lay among the dusty scraps in that lacquer 
box, and so it ought to be seen and admired and 
desired by its possessor. 

There came into his mind a daring thought. 
Suppose he were to put it, his jewel, into the 
window, obscurely among cheap trifles, and let 
it wait for the recognizing eye. Like a princess 
who would be wooed as a beggar maid. There 
were three trays of odds and ends on the lowest 
window shelf, bits of jewellery, decanter stop- 
pers and what not, assorted under the prices ten 
shillings, five shillings, and half a crown. Sup- 
pose he were to put it into the half-crown 
tray! 

And the following morning, before he raised 
the outside shutter, he did so. He stood in the 
dimness of the shop, a heavy old man in cracked 
slippers and a shabby coat, leaning forward 
slowly and carefully, breathing huskily with the 
touch of asthma that was always with him, and 
pushed the great emerald among the riff-raff of 
the half-crown tray. It was right in the corner 
of the window, and he looked at it from outside 
and was satisfied with its place. 
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§ 2 


A boy and girl walked sedately along the sub- 
urban road on their way to school. It was a hot, 
sweet May morning, the sky was summer blue 
overhead, there was a great rejoicing among the 
birds, and the air was lilac-scented. Laburnum 
drooped her yellow hair over the garden fences 
among giant bouquets of pink and white haw- 
thorn. The boy held a baize bag by the string 
and swung it round and round, the girl clutched 
a mackintosh under her arm and poked her fin- 
gers into a shiny new pencil-case. 

They were in the midst of an argument. “I’m 
as old as you now,” the girl had said. 

“You’re not,” said the boy. 

“T am. I’m nine. So are you.” 

“I’m nine and three months.” 

“Only babies count months,” said the girl 
crushingly. 

“You were eight yesterday, and you’re only 
one day older now.” 

“But to-day’s a Birthday, and I’m nine. Same 
as you are.” ' 

“You're a silly.” 

“You musn’t say that on my Birthday,” said 
the girl very solemnly. 

This was incontestably, the Law. “What else 
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d’you get?” he said, eyeing the pencil-case. 

“Auntie gave me a purse with a half-crown 
in.” She tugged at her pocket. “See.” 

“Are you going to buy something?” 

““M’m.” She knew what she wanted to buy, 
but it had to do with a doll, and she was shy of 
admitting an interest in dolls to Peter-next-door. 
Peter-next-door was so called to distinguish him 
from Peter her brother, and the girl, because of 
a certain vertical dancing step she had in mo- 
ments of excitement, was known as Midge. 

“You'd better save it up,” said the boy. 

“Why?” 

“Tm saving all my money for Exploring,” 
said the boy proudly. For Peter-next-door, he 
had settled, was to be an Explorer by profession. 

“T’ve something to tell you,” said the girl seri- 
ously. 

“What?” 

“It’s a secret. Promise.” 

“Promise.” 

She flushed and hesitated. She held back her 
effect for 2 moment. “I’ve settled I’m going to 
be an Explorer too.” 

“Are you?” He took it quite calmly, as if this 
life-shaking decision was nothing; almost as 
coolly as if he doubted if she would carry out her 
intention. 
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“T shall explore China,” she announced. 

He hadn’t taken China into his itinerary. 
“There’s that blue car again. She’s a beauty.” 

Midge did but simulate an interest in cars at 
any time. She walked on, nettled, feeling she had 
committed herself irrevocably to a life of toil 
and danger and got very little in return. Peter- 
next-door craned his neck back to watch the 
car, and blundered into a policeman. “Now then, 
little chap,” said the policeman, steadying him 
with two large gloved hands. “Little chap” re- 
stored Midge’s cheerfulness. Their road de- 
bouched upon the High Street. Over that they 
must cross carefully, remembering the many 
warnings about traffic, and then go on down 
another side street to their school. Mr. Moon- 
ey’s shop was on their way. 

“Let’s just look at Hanky Panky,” said Midge. 
Hanky Panky was Midge’s idea of a Chinese 
name for the white porcelain gentleman with the 
black hair whiskers. So they drew up before the 
curiosity shop and gazed at Hanky Panky. 

“J wish I could buy Elaaky Panky,” said 
Midge enviously. 

But Peter-next-door was elas his time 
in speculating about the usefulness to a young 
explorer of certain curious curved knives. They 
went straight at first and then they wriggled in 
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the blade—so. That was the bit you twisted. 

Midge turned from Hanky Panky with a fleet- 
ing glance below to the bowl of mother-of-pearl 
fish, which she also greatly desired. The sun 
gleamed across the street and touched the lower 
corner of the window with a pointing finger of 
golden light. 

“Oh!” said Midge suddenly, in a soft squeak 
of a voice. 

She tugged at Peter-next-door. “Look at that, 
-Peter!” 

“Which?” 

“T here.” 

The emerald shone out from the dusty com- 
pany in the half-crown tray. 

“Well?” 

“Tsn’t it lovely. Look.” 

“Tt’s a bit of glass.” 

“T believe it’s a real jewel.” 

“J expect it’s only an imitation,” said the 
worldly-wise Peter-next-door. 

“No. Look at it from here. Just here. Now 
look. See its lovely colour. It’s real.” 

“Jt’s ‘all in this tray two-and-six.’ So it can’t 
be.” 

“I believe it is,” said Midge solemnly. “It’s a 
very rich and rare jewel. Somebody’s lost it.” 

“Come along,” said Peter. 


172 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


She half turned to follow him, and then 
stopped. 

“Peter!” she called out. 

“Well, what?” 

“[’m going to buy it.” 

“What for?” 

“I’m going to buy it,” repeated Midge, and 
plunged for the shop door. Then with her hand 
opening it and the bell jangling, she turned 
swiftly. 

“Peter,” she said beseechingly, “you must 
come too.” 

So they both edged into the shop, looking a 
little scared at the unusualness and silence of the 
place they had raided. 

“Pussy,” whispered Peter to Mr. Mooney’s cat, 
delicately curled up among a tableful of glass- 
ware. 

The door of the back room opened. Mr. 
Mooney came out. His eyes were aimed near 
the top of the shop door; they looked surprised, 
and then fell slowly to adjust themselves to the 
unusual dimensions of his customer. 

“Good morning, Miss,” he said helpfully. 

“Please,” said Midge, who now was holding 
tight on to Peter’s thumb, “there’s a green 
thing t 

Mr. Mooney’s eyes sharpened suddenly. 
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“Ts that a half-crown one?” said Midge, point- 
ing. She was very flushed and her eyes shone. 

“Let me see,” said Mr. Mooney noncommit- 
tally. 

He took the emerald out of the tray and 
turned it over. Then he looked steadily at Midge. 
She was looking up at him eagerly, her cheeks 
were flushed, she was a little breathless and her 
lips were parted, and her eyes shone like his 
jewel. 

“May I see?” she asked, holding out her hand. 

He gave it to her. With a little cry she held it 
out, this way and that. She stooped down and 
plunged it into a pool of sunlight that splashed 
the drab floor. “Oh Peter, look!” she said. 

“M’m said Peter, with approval. 

Is it half a crown?” said Midge, still kneeling 
on the floor, with a glance up at Mr. Mooney like 
a towering cliff above her. 

“Yes, Miss,” said Mr. Mooney, deciding sud- 
denly. 

Midge stood up, tugged out the purse, opened 
it and pulled out the new half-crown without a 
look at it, and pushed it hurriedly into Mr. 
Mooney’s hand. Then, holding the emerald very 
tightly clasped, and with a bright scarlet colour 
in her cheeks, she went out, followed by Peter. 

They retreated from Mr. Mooney’s sight along 
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the High Street, the girl with a little bobbing 
step and the boy swinging level after her. Mr. 
Mooney watched them until he could see them 
no longer, until they had completely disap- 
peared for nearly a minute. Then he turned 
round very slowly. He took a step towards his 
back room, and then stopped and looked again 
out of his window, looking at nothing of the 
passing traffic, for some moments before he 
finally turned away and went back to his sitting- 
room behind the shop. 


§ 3 


The morning was golden and glorious, and 
wearing on to midday. The school of Midge and 
Peter was a hive of industry; there was a history 
lesson going on in one room about the Wars of 
the Roses, a geography lesson in another where 
small children were dabbling their fingers in 
trays of wet sand, a drawing class where they 
were all drawing a flower-pot very carefully 
from nature, the science class where they had a 
basin of water that they mustn’t splash and some 
glass tubes they mustn’t blow through, and a 
singing class making a great and cheerful noise 
in the Big Room, and you might have looked 
through every one of these scenes of activity and 


THE EMERALD 175 


improvement and found neither Midge nor 
Peter. 

And quite two miles away, on a heathery com- 
mon alight with yellow gorse in bloom, on a 
shore of pale gold sand that edged a miniature 
lake of sky blue water, sat Midge and Peter, and 
dug and scooped and patted and shaped busily, 
a palace of sand to hold the great emerald. 

The seditious idea of staying away from school 
had occurred to them when they were nearly at 
its door. Midge it was had rebelled. “It’s my 
Birthday,” she made her grievance, but in reality 
it was the thought of disciplined, occupied hours 
with her new treasure hidden and untouchable 
that she could not endure. And there was a mad- 
dening happiness in the sunshine, a misery in be- 
ing indoors. Peter-next-door regarded her with 
an intellectual interest. “Don’t go, then,” he said 
logically, and when she hesitated at the imagina- 
tion of the awful row there would be, he ob- 
served that if she was afraid of a mere school- 
mistress like Miss Merglums how did she expect 
to get on when she fought cannibals like he was 
going to. “She can’t eat you,” he pointed out. 

And then Peter, still in an attitude of intellec- 
tual detachment and pleasurably watching the 
agonized wriggling of Midge’s indecision, ad- 
vanced the theory that one must test one’s 
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courage occasionally by daring deeds. Otherwise, 
how could one know if one had it? In the end, 
when the decision was made, Midge looked scared 
and serious, and Peter was in the best of spirits. 
They turned back to the High Street, and 
went up the hill to the Common. The Common 
on its nearer side was known to them intimately; 
there were ranges of gravelly hillocks and they 
had names for each mound; tiny woods, small 
and large ponds, and further off, wilder parts 
where they had been on a few special long walks, 
and then the unknown. They began to run and 
scamper up and down the hillocks, play Touch, 
and race, and every now and then Midge would 
take out the emerald, which she had put in her 
purse for safety, and look at it and play with it 
and let the sunlight shine through it and upon it. 
And by a little lake of clear blue water they sat 
down and made a pile of their belongings and 
began the castle of stones and wet sand that 
later on was flower-trimmed, and stood on a 
noble lawn of velvety green moss. They played 
at Buried Treasure with the emerald, but Midge 
was uneasy when it was buried in the earth, and 
though Peter marked the exact place with a 
stick and there were important clues along the 
route on the way to it, Midge did not play the 
game with zest when they had to leave it out of 
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sight. The second time, they did not find it all 
at once when they began to dig for it, so that 
Midge refused to have it buried any more. They 
guarded it in the sand castle, and with sticks 
they shot and killed several bands of robbers 
—Bang—bang.” Then they found themselves 
hungry, although it was as a matter of fact 
barely twelve o’clock, and they sat by the minia- 
ture lake and ate all their school lunch out of 
Peter’s baize bag. There was a pink crab-apple 
dipping branches into the water opposite them, 
and behind was a wild cherry-tree and on that 
day it was a great haunt of tortoise-shell butter- 
flies, hanging with wings outspread and palpitat- 
ing in the hot sun. Midge counted up to four- 
teen, but they kept on flying off and getting 
mixed before she could finish the counting. Peter 
took off his shoes and stockings to get a piece 
of the crab blossom to make trees in the castle 
lawn, and then Midge took off hers, none gain- 
saying, and pushed her urgent little pink toes 
into the wet sand, kicking it up and delighting 
in the soft warm mushiness of it and the feel of 
the sun on her tender feet. When they were sit- 
ting still or quietly busy, bird after bird would 
fly down to drink or bathe flutteringly at the 
water’s edge. And there was a water-rat who 
dropped out of a hole in the gravelly bank, and 
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swam and disappeared and then came back, and 
clambered out and sat brushing his whiskers dry 
before he popped in home again. “Just like 
Hanky Panky would,” whispered Midge, sitting 
taut and still, watching. And every now and 
then Midge would take the great emerald and 
dip it into the water, for when it was wet and 
dripping it seemed to her that it was clearest 
and its colour brightest. 

They scrambled up an easy tree, and sat astride 
a low swinging branch, and Peter told a long 
story of the astounding adventures that would 
befall him in the future and the tremendous 
enemies he would fight and overcome when he 
went exploring. And while he talked on and on 
Midge lay back against the tree branch and gazed 
up into the sky, and wondered to herself what 
were the thousand minute sparkles of light that 
spun incessantly against the blue. Were they the 
stars? And she fell into a dream that only she 
of all the people alive in the world could see 
the stars by daylight. And because she could do 
that, that she was really the Princess of the Stars 
and that they were all her obedient and loyal 
subjects. She it was who ruled them and ap- 
pointed them their courses. 

Presently Peter’s invention grew tired, and 
declaring that he had seen a rabbit, he went off 
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and crawled into a thicket of brown bracken 
and young green willow. Then Midge, feeling 
lonely after a time, went in after him, and could 
not find him at first although she coo-eed. And 
then she found Peter hiding, and so began a game 
of hide-and-seek that took them far over the 
common; quite a long distance from the mack- 
intosh and the baize bag they had left by their 
sand castle. The mackintosh as a matter of fact 
was still further off by this time, through the 
industry of a tattered gentleman in an unfash- 
ionable hat who had folded it cummerbund 
fashion round his middle under his buttoned-up 
lounge coat. As he disliked making himself con- 
spicuous, he left the baize bag where it lay. 

The azure morning sky had yellowed to after- 
noon, and then the young year’s sunshine, like a 
suddenly tired child, fell asleep. Midge and 
Peter went on playing, but the air chilled and 
the light faded. ‘“Tea-time,” said Peter presently 
in a businesslike manner, and struck out home- 
ward across the common. 

They went soberly, neither admitting aloud a 
certain uneasiness they felt as they thought of 
home and scoldings. Midge carried her emerald 
again, but there was no sunlight now to flash 
it into splendour, it lay darkly in the shadow of 
her hand. They walked across the hillocks they 
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had scampered over in the morning, followed the 
paths they had ignored then, and came at last 
to where three ribbons of road converged, ran 
off the common together, and drove among the 
clustered houses. There, at the edge of their free- 
dom, they halted. Behind them, tangled in the 
bramble bushes, ensnared in the depths of mir- 
roring pools, was their day of liberty; before 
them uprose the houses, tall and disciplined, 
claiming them back. They said nothing, but 
Midge turned, and faced the westering sun 
again. For an instant it gleamed out, a gesture 
of farewell, and lit her grave small face. 

At the meeting of common and town a foun- 
tain of water flowed into a horse-trough, poured 
down over its end and dropped into a gutter 
grating. The child lifted the green stone and held 
it in the rushing water. It vanished as if it were 
snatched from her hand, flashed, was gone 
through the grating and swallowed in its dark- 
ness. 


§ 4 


Years afterwards, she said suddenly: “Do you 
remember the emerald? The day we ran away 
from school.” . 

Peter, lying on a slope of fine grass starred 
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with gentians, rolled over towards her. “I re- 
member you had some kind of a treasure. A bit 
of green glass, wasn’t it? You lost it. I remember 
how you cried.” 

She mused. “That was a wonderful day, 
Peter. Do you remember how hot the sun was? 
That stone shines in my mind still—like a great 
jewel. I can never believe it was not really a 
marvellous real jewel. I remember it as the most 
exquisitely lovely thin ? 

The man looked up at her. “My dear, you 
made it so. It is a way you have.” 


x 


FEAR 


n the Kentish coast between Folkestone 
@) and Dover there is a stretch of stunted 
trees and thickly tangled bushes and 
undergrowth between the sea and the receded 
cliffs, a strip of picturesque desolation some half 
mile broad and five miles long. In high summer 
the nearer end towards Folkestone is the resort 
of happy holiday parties, picnicking all about a 
tea and ginger beer shanty; further on its soli- 
tudes, wilder and more beautiful, are seldom 
disturbed. The high road to Dover lies distantly 
up and away over the top of the cliffs, and such 
few houses as there are on that road stand re- 
motely back, as if they shrink from the approach 
of the treacherous cliff edge that creeps ever 
nearer to them. Here and there the sheer white 
fall of the cliff is broken by a weedy slope down 
which a scrambling path traces a thin line, and 
beneath comes that stretch of tumbled land- 
slidden ground, its little hills and valleys richly 
netted with rosebriars and brambles, wayfaring 
tree and hawthorn, and carpeted with short grass 
all beset with yellow rock roses and violets and 


a hundred other flowers. © 
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There, close to the sea, in a grassy hollow that 
spread itself to the hot summer sun, lay a woman 
face downward to the ground, and sobbed. Her 
expensive, pretty muslin dress showed little rents 
here and there where it had been caught by 
unheeded brambles. And she sobbed because 
she had come into that lonely and beautiful 
place to take her life into her hands and end it 
and die. 

She had been sitting there on the grass a long 
while, it seemed to her, trying to think for the 
last of so many times, what other thing she could 
possibly do. But no new light came to her. Her 
life seemed all too tangled now for new begin- 
nings, and she herself too weary to imagine any. 
Her husband would never forgive her when he 
knew, and so went her tired mind again over 
the old trodden track—nothing could stop his 
knowing, even if he did not know already. She 
thought it certain that he did know already. 
Why else should he have got leave and be coming 
home again so soon? 

She stared upon the sea that lay before her, 
calm and flat like a lake surface, its edge slapping 
gently on the grey, clayish sand. Silvery pale 
blue with lights and shades like satin it was, and 
further out it was streaked with azure bands. 
Far on the horizon hung the sails of the fishing- 
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fleet, and it was so still about her that there 
seemed no nearer living thing. 

She could not meet her husband, passionate, 
noisy, raging with anger as he would be. It was 
the sick fear of him that had driven her away 
here. He must be already in their house. She 
could imagine, and it made her tremble, his heavy 
tread upstairs, the flung open doors, the harsh 
loud demands for her. Even if she had stayed to 
meet him and brave it out with what courage she 
could, what good would it have been? He would 
never have let her speak one word of excuse 
or explanation; he would shout at her and curse, 
and fling her at last out of his house as he would 
a dead flower from his coat. What could she be 
but helpless before a creature so fixed and im- ~ 
mutable? Why was there never a human being © 
who could understand the trouble and the un- 
happiness and the misery, and the muddle and 
the lies that had netted about her? She wanted to 
cry, cry to that wise and kindly soul like a child 
that is hurt and be comforted and loved and set 
on her feet to try again. And instead of that it 
seemed to her as if an invisible hand had thrust 
her down a narrow passage of consequences, im- 
pelling her by the whispered fear of the terror 
behind, till she had come at last to a door, a way 
out, the only way out, that escape whose key was 
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in the little chemist’s bottle in her pocket. The 
memory of it there stung her with fear; in it she 
saw the terror that had followed her re-embodied 
before her now instead of behind her, crouched 
to spring and grip and shake the pulsating life 
out of her young and beautiful body. 

She sat and gazed at the blue sea, and tried 
to make it seem real to herself that she would 
presently lie there dead, growing colder and stiff. 
In a few moments it might be, if she chose. In a 
few hours it would have to be. She felt suddenly 
very lonely. For a long time now she had sat 
there and seen no one. About an hour since a 
straggling line of black dots had appeared over 
the headland on the Folkestone side, schoolboys, 
_ they were, hunting the bay for fossils under the 
energetic direction of an explanatory master. 
They had come near enough for her to hear their 
shouts and the deeper voice of their tutor, and 
then they had turned back again, and disap- 
peared at last in twos and threes beyond the head- 
land. They left her the lonelier for having come 
and gone. Indeed, she felt a little frightened at 
seeing, so measured out to her eye by those re- 
mote black dots, how much she was alone. A 
rustle in the grass above, the dart of a bird back 
to its hidden nest, made her start; and then she 
turned and watched for some time the business- 


186 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


like coming and going of a pair of blue tits 
among the pale gold dried grass stems that 
fringed against the sky; patiently and lovingly 
attendant they were upon a faintly clamorous 
invisible cheeping. It was their happy domestic- 
ity that struck to her heart and set her sobbing, a 
sobbing that became violent and uncontrolled. 
And afterwards she lay still. 

She sat up at last, and then stood up with the 
thought of going down to the edge of the satin- 
surfaced sea. But as she turned she saw about a 
quarter of a mile away on a little hillock among 
the bushes, the slouching figure of a man who 
seemed to look at her. 

Before she recognized its unlikeness she had 
an instant’s panic fear that it might be her hus- 
band. She turned from the sea and walked on 
among the bushes, the softly bred woman’s fear 
of tramps instinctively setting her to put dis- 
tance between herself and that dubious figure. 
She walked on quickly for about half a mile, 
among the stunted trees and up and down slopes, 
having lost sight of the man almost at once, and 
then she stopped and sat again upon the grass. 

She would have to do it soon; she would have 
to do it soon. That invisible hand was pressing 
her hardly now against the very door itself. The 
afternoon had grown late, and the shadows had 
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lengthened till those of a gorse bush three yards 
away lay across her feet. The blue was paling out 
of the sea before a tinge of yellow that grew 
warmer. The sea was swelling up, and flowing 
silently nearer with the turned tide. A faint chill 
crept into the air. It would have to be done soon. 

She slipped her hand into her pocket and felt 
the cool smooth glass of the little bottle there 
between her fingers. Slowly she drew it out and 
held it in her lap and looked at it. The thing she 
had to do became to her as queer and meaning- 
less, as unreasonably stupid, as something that 
happens in a dream. 

She turned as if to look once more upon all 
the beauty that was about her, and with a clutch 
of terror at her heart, saw the ill-conditioned 
figure she had seen before, looking at her and 
coming towards her, less than a hundred yards 
away. 

With a rush came Fear upon her, and possessed 
her. She had a watch upon her breast that glit- 
tered, shining trinkets on her wrists. She got 
up hastily, turned some high bushes, and frankly 
began to run, running into the thicker under- 
growth and bending where the trees fell away, 
lest her head should show. She ran inland towards 
the cliff and doubled back, her heart thumping 
heavily with fear, threading through a maze of 
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little tracks, through tiny woods, by a deep-lying 
pool of black and green stagnant water, strug- 
gling with brambles that caught and tore at her, 
pressed by one thought, to escape the horror of 
that stealthy pursuer. Thicker grew the trees, 
and thicker. 

She stopped at last in a little opening among 
them, a circle of thin grass and bracken sur- 
rounded so completely by high bushes and small 
trees that she could hardly see from where she 
had stepped into the place. She was hot and pant- 
ing and the noisy beating of her heart against 
her breast left her breathless. But here was safe 
hiding. She sank down upon the grass. 

Her hand still clutched upon the little bottle. 
As her breath grew quiet she saw it there and sat 
and gazed at it, helplessly, in a curious state of 
mind that was not thought, but only a dull 
pain. Twilight grew upon her. A light wind 
stirred; she shivered. Ah! night was coming and 
the cold, cold and solitude and the dark; pres- 
ently she would grow hungry, and the world 
that had ever held her so caressingly in its lap 
would lash her with the whip of elementary hu- 
man needs. That waited for her here, and over 
there waited her home—her home and her hus- 
band. With a low shuddering cry she pulled the 
stopper from the little bottle, shut her eyes in 
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anguish, and pushed it against her mouth and 
swallowed. 

It dropped out of her hand. For an instant 
that seemed long she thought that nothing was 
going to happen to her. Everything was suddenly 
without sound. Then came a spasm at her heart 
more terrible in its instant pain than anything 
she had ever imagined. Without knowing it she 
fell back upon the ground, and the bushes and 
patch of sky before her grew small in her vision 
and very distant, then rushed back upon her and 
swayed and swayed. 

Then she saw, and the sight glazed her eyes in 
horror, the bushes part before her, and from 
among them looked out a cunning, evil face. 


x 


CYANIDE 
A long low white house with a clock face 


set in in the middle of its upper story, 

basked, tranquilly domestic, in the hot 
sunshine of an early afternoon. It centred in a 
stone porch flanked by pillars, in whose shadowed 
depth the house door, standing open, showed a 
dim interior; rows of green sunblinds veiled its 
straight Georgian windows like drooped eyelids, 
and a broad sweep of immaculate gravel en- 
circled a smooth lawn where oval beds of clus- 
tered begonias reposed like gaily coloured mats. 
Beyond was a fence of posts and chains, a 
meadow with grazing cows, cornfields stacked 
with grain, and rolling woodland. Little sounds 
intensified the quiet, the faint whirring of a 
distant reaper, a gentle cawing from the tall 
elms behind the house. On the sunny margin of 
the porch slept a Newfoundland upon his 
haunches, head between his paws; a sheep dog 
lay stretched out sideways like an overturned 
Noah’s ark lamb. 

The house awoke. There was a burst of sound, 
somewhere within a door had opened. The dogs 
stirred. Dimly seen shapes moved in the hall, a 
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white dress flashed from the shadow, grew 
brighter in advancing, and came out into the 
portico, a tall and graceful woman, chatting and 
smiling with the foremost couple of half a dozen 
men in shooting jackets. There emerged with 
them a smell of Harris tweed, leather, and birds. 
*“Where’s the coffee, Wuzzie?” called a blond- 
bearded man to her from the rear, and turning 
sharply just avoided collision with a man-servant 
who followed him, bearing it on a tray. Cane 
chairs were scraped into sociable position, but 
the blond-bearded man’s rapid movements 
baulked them of their occupants. ““We ought to 
be getting off,” he shot at large across the chat- 
ter, and dissatisfied with his effect, caught his 
wife by the arm, shook it slightly, and said in a 
voice that felled competition, ““Wuzzie, we must 
be getting off.” 

She smiled at him. “Old Fusser!” she said 
amiably. “Have you ordered the cars round?” 
and took a cup of coffee for him from the tray 
held at his oblivious elbow. 

“Oh, haven’t you?” he replied in a voice at 
the last pitch of exasperation, and swivelled 
round on his heel to the retreating man-servant. 
“Cars, SHARP, Willis!” 

“S’sir,” and the man vanished smartly. 

Under the impetus of the host coffee-cups 


192 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


were hastily drained, boots stamped on the flags, 
hands felt for reassurance in pockets, cigarettes 
were thrown away in the flush of their youth, 
and as an afterthought fresh ones lit. “Aren’t 
you coming with us, Mrs. Eveson?” said plain- 
tively a tall thin man with insecure eyeglasses, 
standing with a concave sideways curve from 
head to heel. “Not again, I’m afraid. I’ve 
changed,” replied the smiling lady in the white 
dress, and stepped back as her husband butted 
in between them, upsetting the tall man’s curve. 
He despised men who drooped beside his wife, 
and troubled little about them. ‘““Where are those 
cars, Wuzzie?” he began, but with a whirr from 
the shrubbery like rising pheasants first one very 
glittering and then one extraordinarily battered 
motor car swept round into the gravel path, 
drew up before the porch with a smart gride of 
brakes and halted, panting. The blond-bearded 
man, his foot on the step of the glittering car, 
rounded up his companions with his eyes. ““Com- 
ing with me, Preston?” he called to a man in 
grey who stood a little apart with his back to the 
rest, examining his gun. “Right-O,” replied a 
pleasant voice, as the gun still held attention, but 
the two other men climbed in behind their host 
and the chauffeur started. 

““Wuzzie!” shouted the blond-bearded man, 
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jumping round in his seat as the car took the 
curve; “have tea ready when we come back!” 
but the chauffeur pulling up to allow him to 
make this remark learnt with little delay that he 
had done the wrong thing, and plunged forward 
again with a spurt that took him through the 
gate. The gate was held open by a gardener’s boy 
who had sprung into existence like a special crea- 
tion. A short, spectacled man in rubber waders, 
very sporting in attire up to the waistline and 
thereafter frankly clerical, assumed loving con- 
trol of the battered car, and there was nothing 
for the tall man with the curve to do but to un- 
bend it and get in. 

The lady in the white dress turned about to 
her last guest. ‘Is there anything the matter, Mr. 
Preston?” she called out, advancing. And then 
at his side, in a quick soundless whisper, “Coming 
back to tea?” 

Yes,” he said as soundlessly, and then aloud, 
“All right now, thanks.” He straightened up, 
did not look at her, and got into the battered 
car. The car started, jibbed, jerked forward with 
a lunge that threw its occupants violently for- 
ward and nearly took it on the grass, and finally 
settled down to the path through the gate. The 
lady in white stood in the porch smiling brightly 
and waving them off, her eyes on the tall curved 


194 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


man as long as he looked at her. Then they slid 
for an instant to the back of the man in grey. 

She was alone. Her lips moved in a happy 
little smile, her brown eyes softened. 

The gardener’s boy shut the gate slowly and 
very thoroughly, and prepared to cease to exist 
again. 

“George,” she called. 

The boy started round and ran across the grass 
towards her with a clutch at his cap. 

“Please find Wates and tell him I want to speak 
to him.” 

*“Yess’m.” 

The dark-haired lady sat down on one of the 
cane chairs, and the dogs grouped themselves 
about her on the understanding that they were 
all three now finally arranged for the afternoon. 
She clasped her hands about her knee, leaning 
forward, and her smile came and went. A pink 
flush crept into her cheek. She remained so lost 
in thought—it might have been a moment, it 
might have been hours. . . . 

Wates scraped his boots on the gravel and ven- 
tured to clear his throat. 

The lady in white looked up and saw him. 
“Oh! Wates,” she said, and seemed for a moment 
to wonder what it was she had to say next. 

Wates cleared his throat again helpfully. 
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““Wates, there are altogether too many wasps.” 

Wates looked as if convicted of being over- 
zealous, and stood reproved. 

“I do wish you could find the nest.” 

“T’ve ’unted and ’unted, ’m, and George he’s 
’unted. All round the fence we bin—I’ve know’d 
em before foot o” the fence. All round the gar- 
ding we bin.” He paused, and added brightly, 
“Tf ther’d bin a nest I bet a guinea we'd a 
seen it.” 

*“Then perhaps they are not in the garden.” 

“Didn’t know as how they’d bin so bad these 
last days.” 

*““Wates, they’re awful! Look there now!” and 
the lady in white pointed up into the air where 
a yellow body sailed past and away. 

““That’s a waps,” said Wates in triumph. 

*‘There’s another! And there! Now where are 
they going?” She walked swiftly after the flying 
wasps, stopped to pick up the track of another, 
hurried after it to the fence. She became sud- 
denly active, sent the man for sticks to mark the 
nests when found, dived through the chains and 
set out across the lumpy turf of the meadow in 
the trail of the wasps. The man followed her, 
and across the meadow they went, growing smal- 
ler, stopping, going on again, over a stile and 
along a hedge, till her white dress became only an 


196 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


occasional shimmer through the bushes, and at 
last disappeared completely. 

The dogs, who had seemed to entertain foggy 
and ill-shaped ideas of following her, turned 
their minds to the rearrangement of their dis- 
rupted afternoon. The Newfoundland sat down, 
yawned enormously and blinked; the sheep dog 
also sat, and bit for a moment at a fancied flea. 
Presently they had settled again into the posi- 
tions out of which the lunch party had disturbed 
them. They blinked as they lay, and then with an 
occasional heaving sigh, drowsed to sleep. . . . 

The man-servant came out into the porch, 
collected the scattered cups, picked up the ciga- 
rette box, tearranged the cane chairs exactly in 
line, and disappeared with his tray. . . . 

Silence settled upon the house once more. The 
sunshine poured upon it, still and quietly, no 
slightest breeze shivered the green blinds; the 
trees stood straight and motionless. The dark 
shadows of the pillars crept minutely to the east, 
the clock face in the wall above altered invisibly. 
A tiny beetle, glossy green and gold, emerged 
from a crack between the flagstones, paused to 
reconnoitre, and began one of those immense, 
motiveless journeys with an air of concentrated 
purpose, that are peculiar to its kind. Its route 
lay very near the larger dog. It stopped once in 
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its approach to his slowly heaving bulk, and re- 
sumed its way with a momentary hastening. It 
passed into the shadow and out of sight... . 

The gardener’s boy appeared again through 
the laurels. There was a pool of black treacly 
fluid on the gravel, exuded from the battered 
motor car. He noted this, fetched a shovelful of 
sand, strewed it over slowly and thoroughly, 
scraped it up, and restored to the gravel walk 
its spotless complexion. .. . 

Inch by inch the minute hand of the clock on 
the wall crept round its circle, inch by inch the 
shadows slid away to the east. It seemed as if 
the place fell into a slumber so profound that it 
scarcely breathed. And yet beneath the surface 
of the placid scene a thousand minute activities 
interlaced and spun the eternal fabric of life; a 
spider laid her eggs, a group of ants fed busily 
upon the carcase of a beetle, and left it at the 
end a hollow shuck of brittleness that would 
presently shiver into the earth, a tiny insistent 
maggot tunnelled its arduous way a little further 
into the great tree that in years to come its re- 
mote progeny would kill, half-open buds ex- 
panded softly into flowers, a burnet moth whose 
chrysalis clung along a grass haulm by the fence 
bit its way right through the skinny stuff, crept 
out into the sunlight and lay and quivered 
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there, lustrous in green and scarlet. To a hearing 
finer than any human creature’s, the silence 
would have seemed a felted clamour of tappings, 
rustlings, flutterings, crepitations, tearings and 
gnawings, a murmurous mass of infinitely small 
busy sounds like the soft confusion of an or- 
chestra before the arrival of its conductor. But 
to us a silence, unfathomable, profound. .. . 

The clock hand was well on its second revolu- 
tion when the lady in white appeared distantly 
at the stile again, and came slowly towards the 
house with her gardener in attendance. Their 
voices grew through sound to words. “Cyanide 
will soon settle them,” she was saying, and he, 
“A pot of tar now, on the end of a stick, and 
just pour it into the holes evening time, “Il do 
’em like fun-oh.” “But I’ve got the cyanide,” 
she insisted. 

““H’m.” He seemed to reflect. ““You got to be 
keerful now, with that stuff.” 

“Oh, it’s the deadliest poison. I’ll show you 
how to be careful. It’s quite the surest way.” 

“Hum,” he said again, and then in a quietly 
conclusive tone, “Don’t know as how I keer to 
’andle it.” 

“Oh, nonsense, Wates,” she answered briskly; 
“Pll get it ready now,” and went through the 
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conservatory door by the drawing-room into the 
house. 

Presently she reappeared at an upper window, 
pulling its green sunblind partly up and looking 
out, and then her head and garden hat could be 
seen fitfully as she moved about the bedroom 
within. 

The purr of an approaching motor car 
brought her to the window. The smart motor 
with her husband in it alone, swept round the 
trees before the gate, her husband got out, spoke 
some directions to the chauffeur, and the car 
went on. He opened the gate and came in. 

The lady in white left the window and met 
him in the porch. 

“You... ah!” she caught her words back 
in astonishment. Her husband’s face was leaden 
white. 

“We’ve—we’ve——” He spoke huskily and 
with little sound, like a man who has lost his 
voice. “We've had an accident, Wuzzie.” He put 
a hand against the pillar, and looked at it. His 
mouth twitched. He did not see the terror leap- 
ing in her eyes. ‘“‘Preston—stumbled—fell on his 
a 

“Hurt?” she gasped. 

He spoke with lowered head, in respect for 
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the tragic fact. “Killed outright, Wuzzie. Poor 
chap. ..... Good chap he was! ..0.7 

His voice broke for an instant. His hand went 
to his eyes. . . . “Good thing he wasn’t married, 
Wuzzie ... haven’t got to tell some poor 
woman.” 

His wife had turned her face from him to- 
wards the house. She stood quite still. He looked 
up and put his hand reassuringly on her shoul- 
der. “It’s a shock, isn’t it, Wuzzie? I feel it, I can 
tell you. I—I was fond of him. . . . Came along 
to tell you, old girl, in case you heard there’d 
been an accident and got frightened about me.” 

““Ah—yes!” she said. Her voice startled him, 
it had a sound as if it were breaking on the edge 
of a scream. “Are you sure?” she said. 

“Sure? What?” 

““He’s dead?” 

“Oh!” He cleared his throat of something like 
a sob. “Blew the side of his head away, poor 
chap.” 

With a cry she broke from his hand and away 
into the house. 

Her husband looked after her, surprised, and 
followed her to the door. ““Wuzzie!” he called, 
but she had gone. 

He stood for a moment as if puzzled, and then 
turned back and dropped into one of the cane 
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chairs. He pulled at his beard, took out a ciga- 
rette case, began to light a cigarette in an habit- 
ual manner, and threw it away impatiently. His 
hand shook. He sat staring before him uneasily, 
as if something confronted him that he could not 
see. 

A noise above, a sound oddly like someone 
falling, caught at his attention. He raised his 
head, listened, got up and went into the house 
quietly. “Wuzzie!” he called gently. His heavy 
tread could be heard going upstairs. . . . 

There was a sound of knocking up there, that 
became all at once louder. And then the crash of 
a door burst open... . 

A violent bell-ringing from above suddenly 
filled the house. The blond-bearded man came 
leaping downstairs. Through the gateway 
whirred the old motor car with three of the 
other men returning. Their host rushed from the 
house like a man distraught, his face working 
soundlessly. 

“A doctor,” he shouted. ‘Fetch a doctor, for 
God’s sake!” 

The tall drooping man was arrested in descent 
and pushed back into the car. “Get a doctor in- 
stantly!”” shouted the blond-bearded man, be- 
side himself. “My wife’s had an accident.” 

There was an instant of silence between the 
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four men. For that briefest space of time there 
came to them a strange perception, for that in- 
stant it was as if a door had burst open into an 
inner world beneath the placid surface of life, 
and there was let in upon them a blurred welter 
of sounds, of laughter and songs of beauty, and 
the faint persistent sound of someone weeping 
through the night. 

The blond-bearded man slammed that door 
with an inspiration of speech. 

“T was going upstairs to tell her about Pres- 
ton,” he began in a husky, forced tone. . . . 


XI 


THE WAR 


I 


Spring 1915 


pring, dear Spring, 

S Dear Beauty! 
You come with soft feet 

Bringing your old, immortal joys 
That have given us in all our years 
Delight so exquisite. 
You spread your loveliness before us— 
A tender veil! 
As if in kindness you had hung a curtain 
Thick fold upon thick fold unstintingly 
To stop our hearing how a madman 
Raves, in the next room. 


It is no good, dear beauty of the earth! 
Tearing great rents athwart you 
Come the screams of war. 


2 
June 1916 


Last night I dreamed. 


In the void of space 
203 
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Stood three great Archangels with pitiless eyes 

About an armoured monster in their midst; 

A brutal shape that spat impotent fire 

At their bright immortality. 

“He must be beaten out of life,”’ they cried; 

““He is War.” 

And as I looked came multitudes 

Carrying their all, and heaped upon the brute 

Each staggering load, blow after blow, until he 
lay 

Writhing beneath a monstrous heap of treasure 

And brave bodies of men, and women’s tears 

That ran down the heap like pearls. 

And still the angels cried, ‘More yet! more yet! 

Not yet is there enough!” Again 

The people toiled with fast diminishing loads 

Until they had no more to give. 

It seemed enough, until a tiny chink 

Showed in the heap. 

“One thing more,” they cried, “and ye have 
done!” 

“We have no more,” the people wept. And then 

The angels turned, and each his finger held 

Straight aimed at me, and called in unison, 

“Thy son!” 
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Red Cross Workroom; 1917 


Daily here my body sits 

My fingers tearing bandage strips 

My drilled eyes watch the pattern fits, 
My agile scissor cuts and snips, 

But truant Brain leaps out at play 

And flies to some pellucid day 

And suddenly I seem to hear 

A sea maid singing at my ear 

And straight am with her on a strand 
Of cockle shells and pearly sand. 
Where rainbows crown the leaping surf 
And green weed wraps the rocks with turf. 
We wreathe her yellow hair with weed 
And play with coriander seed 

And coral beads and horns of pearl— 
The while that here my body sits, 

My fingers tearing bandage strips. 


XII 


THE DRAUGHT OF OBLIVION 
§1 


he Apothecary stood behind the counter 

in his pharmacy and watched the bub- 
bling of an azure-blue liquid in an 
earthenware pot, which he held over a glowing 
charcoal brazier with a pair of iron tongs bound 
about the handles with leather. His long white 
beard fell over a gown of black velvet trimmed 
with fur, and very worn and damaged by the 
accidents of his profession. Besides the brazier, 
the little room was lit only by a copper lamp 
of the pattern that may still be bought in Rome 
to-day, and the crowded shelves behind the coun- 
ter sent back gleaming reflections out of the ob- 
scurity from the bright brass lids of rows of 
white china jars patterned in blue with heraldic 
devices and gothic lettering which contained his 
ostensible stock-in-trade. In either corner was a 
cupboard with doors strangely carved and black- 
ened, as was all the wood in that place; one of 
these yawned open, with a bunch of heavy iron 
keys hanging from its lock, and showed glimpses 
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little greenish glass phials rifled from old Egyp- 
tian tombs, earthenware pots from Greece, glass 
jars with unknown brownish contents, and three 
skulls and some indefinite bones, a shark’s skin, 
bundles of dried herbs, and some old leather- 
bound books. On the counter beside the Apothe- 
cary lay open a great folio with massive brass 
clasps and corners; it was a manuscript in heavy 
black and crabbed characters; and beside it was 
his balance and weights, his pestle and mortar, 
his inkhorn and quills. Overhead dangled a 
stuffed crocodile, and its long, grinning rows of 
teeth gleamed and vanished as the shadow of his 
bent head passed to and fro across them. 

It had fallen dark an hour since, and the 
Apothecary felt himself secure from inter- 
ruption for the night. Else he would not have 
begun the manipulation of the intricate and deli- 
cately difficult poison paste for the presentation 
ring to his Excellency for which he had been 
commissioned. He was surprised and annoyed, 
therefore, when a trooping of feet in the cobbled 
alley outside stopped before his barred and shut- 
tered door, and a discreetly muffled but insistent 
clamour began for admittance. 

The Apothecary thrust away the crucible into 
a recess below the counter, shut the cupboard 
door, fumbled the keys into his pouch, and, 
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grumbling under his breath, went and unfas- 
tened the wooden hatch of a little grilled peep- 
hole in his street door. 

The head of a tall hooded woman bent down 
to the lattice, “Let me in, Messer Agnolo,” she 
said, in a whisper that did not fail to be peremp- 
tory. 

The Apothecary undid the bolts, still inclined 
to grumble, but a little stimulated by the per- 
sonality of his visitor. For the Lady Emilia, be- 
sides being beautiful and young and noble and 
passionate-tempered, was the custodian of an en- 
vied treasure which the Apothecary had hitherto 
failed by any means or persuasion to set eyes on, 
and which he wanted to get hold of as much as 
anything in the world. This was her grand- 
mother’s private memorandum book of useful 
recipes, and the Lady Emilia’s grandmother had 
added a very notable store of knowledge to a 
violent temper (her erudition concerning poi- 
sons was remarkable even for a great lady of that 
day), and her chocolate parties in consequence 
were the terror of all her acquaintance. And her 
granddaughter gave promise to be a no less re- 
doubtable lady. She was an orphan and very 
wealthy, and as yet there had been no one suf- 
ficiently temerarious to marry her. 

She strode through the unfastened door with 
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the light vigour of a young man, and was fol- 
lowed by a short and stout duenna and two stal- 
wart young pages. It was well to be stalwart in 
the Lady Emilia’s service. They crowded the little 
pharmacy, but the Lady Emilia achieved a pri- 
vacy for herself and the Apothecary by seating 
the old lady on a stool by the door, and by con- 
ducting her conversation with him in the Span- 
ish tongue. 

At first it seemed to the Apothecary that she 
had come merely to gossip, but he bided his time 
patiently, being wise in the behaviour of patrons 
who were shy of broaching some particularly 
unusual request. She turned her conversation at 
last to the contents of the blue and white china 
jars, and spoke of charms and potions. He an- 
swered her, wondering what his black-haired, 
high-coloured, and tempestuous visitor had in 
mind. 

“A silly maid of mine,” she threw out, 
“bought a love potion in Carnival week. Not 
that it worked her any good, the dolt. Rubbish 
bought in the street!” 

“Made her fancy man sick belike,” chuckled 
the Apothecary. 

“Are there such things?” she asked, a sharp 
note creeping into the covering carelessness of 
her inquiry. 
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The old man shrugged his shoulders. “May 
be,” he said indifferently, though he watched 
her. ‘“There be legends and tales of such.” 

She waved her hand impatiently. “You know 
if there be, Messer Agnolo. Why do you fence 
with me? You are a wise old man, and you have 
your secrets. Is that one?” 

“What?” 

“This—this love-draught?” 

“If I had that, your graciousness,” replied the 
old man, bowing gallantly, “I’d find no cus- 
tomer for it in you. I’d keep it to bestow on one 
ill-favoured.” 

The lady shook her head impatiently. “Enough 
of your gallant speeches, Messer Agnolo. I have 
—a curiosity. I am interested in strange things. 
If there is any such stuff.... I'll pay you 
handsomely.” 

The Apothecary was secretly pleased that she 
wanted something so much as she evidently 
wanted this. He scented a mystery. “Ah, lady,” 
he sighed, wagging his head and looking at her 
over the horn rims of his great spectacles, 
“there’s many would pay well for magic. A sim- 
ple apothecary would grow rich. .. .” 

The lady thumped her hand on the counter 
with a bang that clattered the beakers and rattled 
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the brass weights on the scales. ““Messer Agnolo,” 
she said with directness and knitting her fine 
black brows together, “I know you for cleverer 
than you would appear. I have heard that you 
have secrets. I tell you that I would pay you 
well for—gratifying my curiosity. I am plain 
and honest with you. Do you be as civil with 
me.” 

The Apothecary’s eyes gleamed. “Would you 
pay me very well?” he insinuated. 

““A good price,” she said eagerly. 

“And who is the noble gentleman who would 
be asked to drink?” 

She stiffened her lip. ““No!” she rapped out. 
“That I won’t tell you.” 

The Apothecary moved his head in polite ac- 
quiescence. “I regret profoundly ” he began. 

The lady swore. 

The Apothecary shrugged his shoulders. “I am 
a very simple old man, and know no magics. 
How am I to know magics? The gracious lady 
has her own magics written out for her by the 
hand of her noble grandmother. She wants no 
magics from me.” 

The gracious lady bit her lip and looked an- 
grily at the impassive front of the big corner 
cupboard. Then she thought it over. “I'll deal 
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with you,” she said bitterly. ‘You shall have the 
book for half a year. Now will you give me what 
I want?” 

The Apothecary was infinitely surprised by 
her surrender, and also annoyed. “I have no love- 
draught,” he said slowly. 

“That’s not true?” A little anguished note 
came into her voice. 

“It’s very true, lady,” he admitted. It cha- 
grined him greatly to have to confess as much,, 
with that precious book dangling before his 
mind’s eye. “I had it, with some other curious. 
things. Now it is all gone.” 

““Gone?”’ 

“The last—a very little that was left—I 
sold to the Signor Matteo for his palefaced Ger- 
man bride. It was only a very little. She’s made 
him but a cold and grudging wife.” 

The lady looked downcast. ““Why is there no 
more?” she protested. ““Can you make no more?” 

The Apothecary shook his head. “It is twenty 
years gone and more,” he said, “‘since I found a 
man one evening sitting on my door-sill there. 
He was bearded and lean and dark-skinned, and 
wore a strange habit like a man out of the East. 
He seemed ill and wearied, and I gave him a 
drink that heartened him. And being then, as I 
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have always been, curious for strange things, I 
gave him shelter for the night, although he spoke 
no tongue I knew. I think now he spoke the 
Arabic. And the following day he fell sick of a 
fever, and died here in my house. But before he 
died he made me understand that he gave me 
his bundle, and in the bundle were some small 
bottles of a very ancient look, tied about with 
rags, and having writing upon them in the Ara- 
bic tongue. I learnt the Arabic then and made 
out what they were.” 

He paused. The lady was leaning forward 
eagerly. “Tell me,” she said persuasively. 

“There was the Draught of Love 

“Great heaven above us!” she exclaimed ve- 
hemently, so that the old woman in the corner 
shook in her seat and the stalwart young pages 
quailed apprehensively. “I took you for no fool, 
Messer Agnolo. Surely you found out the secret 
of its making?” 

The Apothecary fumbled with his spectacles, 
and shook his head slowly. “I spent much of it 
in the endeavour,” he said excusingly, and seeing 
that precious book retreating ever more cer- 
tainly from his grasp. 

The lady sat and looked at him, biting her 
knuckles in an ill-contained rage. “Well,” she 
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said at last, ‘so much for your wisdom, Messer 
Agnolo. There are others,”’ she muttered, pulling 
the hood, which had fallen back on her neck, 
over her glossy black hair and gold-embroidered 
coif. 

“*Te-he-he!”’ cackled the Apothecary. ‘Messer 
Messagerio has no love draught. He will sell thee 
one—ho yes! a bolus under a pretty name. ’T will 
give the gentleman a twinge or two, but not of 
the heart—no! Now J,” he said insinuatingly, “I 
am an honest old man.” 

“Too honest, belike,” the lady returned 
sharply, and rising from her seat. “You cannot 
help me, and that is all.” 

As she turned, the Apothecary saw the glint 
of angry tears in her eyes. The sight touched him 
to sympathy. ““There was another draught,” he 
said doubtfully. “I have that still.” 

She looked at him. ““What?” she asked. 

“The Draught of Oblivion,” he said very 
gently and kindly. 

The tears welled over her eyelids and fell on 
the silver-stiffened brocade of her dress. She 
swept them away angrily. “I have other plans to 
try before I come to that,” she said. 

The Apothecary regarded her gravely. “It is 
ready for you,” he said, “in your last resort. I 
have given it three times to unhappy women. 
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They forgot so completely that they never re- 
turned, even to thank me.” 

“How much—does one forget?” she asked. 

*"That one whose name shall be written on the 
leaf of a herb I know of. The leaf is steeped in 
the draught and is dissolved therein. You drink 
it, and it is to you as if that man or woman had 
never been.” 

She heard him dully, and then suddenly her 
whole being lit up as a dry leaf will flash into a 
sheet of flame. “Give it me!” she cried, and 
clutched the old man by the shoulders in a very 
storm of excitement. “Better! why, that’s better 
than the other! Quick! Yes, you shall have the 
book! A hundred books!” And she pushed him 
with her strong young hands towards the cup- 
board till his head had well-nigh rapped against 
its door. 

“Gracious lady!” gasped the Apothecary, 
steadying himself against the panels; and was 
taken with a fit of coughing that threatened to 
end his existence then and there. 

“Great powers above!” breathed the lady, 
fallen back, and watching him. “If he should 
die now! .. .” 

However, the Apothecary did not die. And 
when he had done with choking and coughing 
and spluttering and gasping and sighing, and had 
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wiped the tears from his eyes and got his breath 
again, the lady was calmer, although her eyes 
still shone and her breath came quickly. 

“JT will prepare it for you then, gracious one,” 
he said hoarsely, wiping the last moisture from 
his eyes. He sat up resolutely, and coughing a 
residuary cough, selected a quill. “What is the 
noble gentleman’s name I am to write?” 

““No man’s name, fool,” rapped out the lady. 
Then, leaning forward that the others might not 
hear. she whispered: ‘““Write the name: Teresa 
the Golden.” 

The Apothecary looked up and stared. “A 
woman’s name?” he puzzled. 

She nodded triumphantly. “If he drinks it, 
will he forget her?” she asked eagerly. 

The Apothecary nodded. “Surely,” he said, 
looking at her with liveliest curiosity. 

The lady clenched her hands and laughed. 
“Then for the rest, I can work my own magic,” 
she cried exultantly. 

The Apothecary looked at her brilliant dark 
beauty, and dimly in his old heart it stirred him 
that she could. 

“It will be ready to-morrow forenoon,” he 
said. 

She smiled radiantly. “You shall exchange it 
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against the book,” she assured him, and gathered 
her cloak about her. 

The Apothecary bowed profoundly. “At your 
service always, gracious one!” he assured her. “I 
have a marvellous fragrant new scent, and a dew 
of honey for the lips. If you would command 
me in anything else. . . .” 

The tow-coloured hair of the younger page 
caught the light. 

*“You may give me a mess of black dye for my 
fellow there,” said the lady shortly, in the Italian 
tongue, with an abrupt gesture at the startled 
lad. 

“JT hate a yellow head,” she muttered, drag- 
ging her cloak about her and passing forth from 
the door. 


§ 2 


It was two months later, and the Apothecary 
sat in the cool shadow of his pharmacy with the 
book that had belonged to the Lady Emilia’s 
grandmother upon his knees. The hot afternoon 
sun poured over the threshold of his open door- 
way, and lay on the stone flags in a golden pool. 
Ever and again a lizard, shining marvellously 
green and turquoise blue, would creep out from 
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a crack between the flags and lie in the sun- 
patch, its little sides palpitating with the breath 
it drew, until the shadow of a passer-by would 
send it, a mere streak of colour, back into its 
hole again. 

The Apothecary sat in the shadow, the air be- 
ing heavy with summer heat, and was inclined to 
nod over the book. The book had been disap- 
pointing. There were recipes for extracting the 
scents of flowers, and recipes for complexion 
washes, and salves and unguents, possets and cor- 
dials, all written out in a fair hand, a collection 
such as any lady of family might be expected to 
have inherited, and which had very little interest 
indeed for the Apothecary. And the rest of the 
book was in a crabbed black writing, in a cipher 
to which the Apothecary, even after the most 
strenuous efforts, could find no clue whatever. 

A shadow fell across his threshold and stopped. 
The Apothecary looked up, and the Lady Emilia 
came into the doorway, alone. 

The Lady Emilia looked at the Apothecary, 
and the Apothecary looked at the Lady Emilia. 
He saw her face very white and tired, with her 
eyes reddened and set in dark shadows. She did 
not stand erectly proud as he had known her, but 
leant against the door in a manner he had never 
seen in her before. 
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*“Messer Agnolo,” she began in a husky whis- 
per. 

The Apothecary rose and placed a seat for her 
in the shade. 

She sat silent for a moment. “Have you heard 
aught?” she asked. 

The Apothecary looked at her with grave eyes. 
“Yes, Princess,” he said. “It is matter of com- 
mon report still how splendid was the marriage 
feast of your Highness, and how bravely looked 
your Graciousness, and how nobly handsome his 
Highness the Prince.” 

The Lady Emilia sat still, looking with level 
eyes at the wall of the room, and with her fingers 
twisted upon her knees. 

“Tongues were so busy with the magnificence 
of your wedding, Princess,” ventured the old 
man slowly, “that they forgot to wag any more 
over the sad and sudden death of Teresa the 
Golden.” 

The lady shrank away from him and shiv- 
ered. A sound like a little moan came from her 
lips. 

The Apothecary looked at her and the hag- 
gard misery in her face, and the matter, which 
he had never fathomed before, grew clear to him. 

“You did not trust my draught, Princess?” 

Her face quivered. “I wished to make assur- 
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ance doubly sure,” she said with a touch of her 
old fierceness. 

The Apothecary nodded slowly. “You did not 
visit me again, Princess,” he said. “Messer Mes- 
sagerio’s poisons are clumsy potions. . . . She 
took long to die?” he queried. 

An anguish convulsed the face of the Princess. 
“Damnably,” she muttered. 

The old man sighed. 

The Princess sat drooping and downcast, so 
still that the lizard crept again to its place on the 
sun-drenched flags. Then she braced herself erect, 
as if to dismiss an impossible remorse. 

“Messer Agnolo,” said the Princess, “J want 
more of your draught.” 

“Yes, I see,” he nodded. “‘With the same name 
steeped therein. . . . for yourself this time.” 

“For him again,” she uttered. 

“But, Princess!” The old man expostulated, 
his professional pride in arms. “It was exactly 
the right quantity. It could not have failed.” 

Her head drooped, and she covered her face 
with her hands. 

“It was exactly the right quantity,” repeated 
the Apothecary. 

The Princess lifted her head. “‘He did not drink 
it all,” she said slowly. 

The old man waited. | 
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“He took it from me,”’ went on the Princess, 
her voice hard and dry. “He took it from me 
with a jest and a laugh, and made to drink it off. 
And as he drank, I saw again—her face—her 
twisted face . . . Mother of God!” she shrieked, 
“shall I ever forget her face?” 

The Apothecary gazed at her. “And then?” 
he said after a while. 

“JT knew I must forget her too. I snatched the 
cup from his hand as he drained it, and swal- 
lowed the last drops that remained.” 

“Ah!” said the old man. “You did that, did 
you?” 

She sat silent, with clenched hands. 

“You were very greedy of your happiness, 
Princess.” | 

“He must drink again,” she said huskily. 

The Apothecary pondered. “Then he has not 
quite forgotten?” he asked. 

The Princess closed her eyes in pain, and shook 
her head. 

“You must give me more,” she repeated. 

The Apothecary looked at her with a great 
pity, and hesitated over the thing he had to tell. 
*‘No one drinks twice of that draught, Princess,” 
he said at last. 

“What trick is this?” she flamed at him. 

He shook his head. ‘To drink twice,” he said 
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slowly, “would make of him a poor silly natural, 
remembering nothing.” 

She stared at him with horror-widened eyes, 
that glazed and lost sense of him even as she 
looked. It was as if she gazed her destiny in the 
Pace. ata 

Then with an effort, as if she shouldered a 
great burden, she turned away towards the open 
door. 

The Apothecary stepped after her. 

“There is surely much happiness in your life, 
Princess?” he ventured. 

She pulled her scarf about her shoulders with 
a dragging hand. 

*“He has ever the look of one who seeks,” she 
uttered, and stood still. Then roused herself, and 
had gone. 


XO 


IN A WALLED GARDEN 


here are people who seem to fashion the 

fabric of their lives as an uninspired but 
painstaking artist will make a water- 

colour sketch, working every corner of it very 
carefully into a state of high finish, slurring no 
detail that their sensitive ingenuity can embellish, 
and achieving at last a meticulous perfection of 
harmonious living stippled delicately with flow- 
ers and pretty furniture and slim leather-bound 
books and comely clothes, all very thoughtfully 
placed and shining in the sun. In such lives birth 
has but a little place and death none at all, and 
the toil and heat of life and the pageant of its 
triumph and its failure pass by remotely, outside 
the white curtains that shade its tenderly col- 
oured rooms. If ever a hand from that world 
without should pull aside the curtain for a mo- 
ment and the face of Reality look in, it is pru- 
dent for the custodian of such a peacefulness to 
turn away until the intruder has passed, and 
presently hang up a little clean and spotless cur- 
tain in the place of the one that his browned 
and dusty hand has touched. So tranquillity may 


be preserved. 
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But sometimes it happens that Reality, having 
passed on, has not done with his disturbing. The 
memory of the shaft of sunlight, the breeze of 
strong air that came in when he pulled open the 
curtain so rudely, the memory of the shattering 
challenge of his glance, may grow more merci- 
lessly commanding and appear more clamantly 
beautiful, the further it has gone beyond recall. 
The circumspect life within becomes meaning- 
less and without savour; its moral value may have 
mysteriously evaporated. All the brave and shin- 
ing things in life, all the worthy things will seem 
to have slipped out through that chink of free- 
dom into the open world. This escape of virtue 
from the known to the unknown, from the 
sheltered and safe to the hazardous and socially 
adventurous, was what happened in the mind of 
Rosalind Bray as her youth passed. There came 
to her moments when she could have found it in 
herself to run out into the world, with hands 
outstretched and pleading, for the mere hazard 
of a few miles along the way with Reality’s sun- 
burnt arm about her neck. 

Rosalind Bray, or to give her her unmarried 
name, Ellen Adams, was an only daughter in a 
small suburban middle-class family. Her father 
was a solicitor, and with that advantage it was 
obvious that her only brother should be called to 
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the Bar. She received the perfunctory education 
that keeps middle-class girls unspotted by 
knowledge, and when she left school her parents 
took no measures whatever to enlarge her hori- 
zon of choice, and hopefully expected her to 
marry. Edgar Bray drifted into her world by 
the purest accident, and profited by its limits. 
He was thirty when she was twenty, and thin 
and dark and solemn in the Scottish manner. His 
fine dark eyes and the facility with which they 
expressed humble adoration or wounded dejec- 
tion, or an anguish of unattainable longing, 
emotions which were the counters of his court- 
ship, were the chief asset of his passable hand- 
someness; and their persistent siege, heartily 
endorsed by parental approval, overcame the im- 
mature, soft-hearted girl very easily. The manner 
of their ensuing marriage was quite beautifully 
thought out by Bray himself, and every line of the 
service was given its value by the excellent voice 
of the old college friend whom he got to officiate. 

Her Christian name, as I have said, was really 
Ellen, but it was only one of the many graceful 
gifts with which her husband adorned her to 
select and fasten upon her a name that should 
better satisfy his ear. She was not more than 
common tall indeed, though of a slenderness that 
made her seem so when she stood alone. It may 
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have been the suggestion of the green forest place / 
they were in that sent the name of Shakespeare’s” 
Rosalind to Edgar Bray’s mind, to be straightway 
fitted on his new-made wife. ““Baptize me, then,” 
she had said laughing. She lay with her head 
propped upon her elbow close to a tiny stream 
of water that slid by among the mossy stones, 
and she had a frolic idea that he would splash 
her face and neck with a rain of water drops, 
cold drops that would run deliciously down her 
skin. And she would splash him back. But in- 
stead he had kissed her very solemnly on the 
brow in a dedicatory manner, and whispered, 
““My Rosalind! My queen of the forest!” 

It had all been very much like that. Bray made 
love to her delicately and reverently, and Rosa- 
lind, after an interval of puzzled discovery, set- 
tled down to her married life with a feeling of 
faint disappointment that she could hardly jus- 
tify, seeing how exceptionally suited to one an- 
other her family considered her and Bray to be. 
Her world was so emphatic in declaring her 
marriage a most happy one that Rosalind fell 
into accepting it at that value. She wondered 
what it was she had expected that could possibly 
be missing. She was never aware that as the years 
went on they robbed her of her trick of sudden 
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laughter, and left her utmost responsiveness a 
smile. 

The Brays had no sordid cares to trouble them. 
Edgar Bray, as a younger son, had inherited 
about five hundred a year from his father, who 
had been a prosperous banker, and unsym- 
pathetic with the scheme for a quiet life devoted 
to literary art which Edgar, when he came to 
maturity, outlined as his purpose. So the bulk of 
the money had gone to the elder brother. But, 
by the time he married Rosalind, Bray had 
achieved a modest position in the world of let- 
ters which gave him a yearly increment of an- 
other two or three hundred. He was a serious 
and acceptable, if superfluous, essayist, he wrote 
and published verse, and the stimulus of foreign 
travel applied to Bray resulted with the certainty 
of a reflex in a book which would proclaim short 
but indisputably friendly reviews, had a charm 
of manner quite his own. All that came to give 
Bray, and his home, and his wife, a pleasant dis- 
tinction, and an unobtrusive but definite place 
among cultured people. He had an easy way 
with a piano too, and would sing the love songs 
of Schubert and Brahms to Rosalind very charm- 
ingly, so far as his rather delicate throat would 


allow him. 
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The question of just where to make the home 
that was to enshrine his Rosalind troubled Bray 
a good deal. They lived for two years in a really 
idyllic country cottage, but the winters there, 
and social intercourse consisting almost exclu- 
sively of her husband, produced a pallor and 
thinness in Rosalind that was reluctantly attrib- 
uted to the gravel soil. So Bray, after a careful 
and exhaustive search, transferred her to an old 
and extraordinarily charming little house at 
Chiswick, whose large and very beautiful gar- 
den gave her occupation and a great deal of 
pleasure. Rosalind had a natural aptitude for 
colour and arrangement, and a woman’s love of 
prettiness, and with Bray at her elbow planning 
and appraising, and searching and judiciously 
purchasing, she set out with immense interest to 
make her home, a house that it was almost their 
prime occupation to care for and further em- 
bellish. Rosalind furnished, indeed, with all the 
delicate thought and care and the streaks of 
happy instinct of a woman making love. She ex- 
pressed her personality through and through that 
house and garden, making of it a richly-coloured 
setting for herself, a sort of extraneous garment, 
as if she were indeed adorning herself for her 
lover. And somehow Bray remained indisputably 
only her humble servitor in the background. 
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About this house moved Rosalind, a graceful 
figure of womanhood, dressed in carefully de- 
signed dainty garments of an oldworld style that 
suited her best. That it to say, she dressed like 
that when she was at home, and within the high 
old walls of her garden; outside that fastness 
she wore clothes of the current fashion, for the 
Brays would have disliked nothing more than to 
be remarked. Perhaps the necessary change de- 
terred her from taking quite so much exercise 
as would have been good for her. 

It will be seen that the Brays had no children. 
Indeed, they spent every penny they had upon 
their pretty life, and the advent of children 
would have disturbed the delicate balance of 
their comfort. Not that Bray was insensitive to 
the emotional value of parentage. Someday, 
somewhen, a child was to come and, as he said, 
“complete their lives.” It was to be, so to speak, 
their final purchase, the last pretty touch they 
could give to their home, to add that child. It 
figured always in Bray’s mind as a little girl, fair- 
haired like her mother, of a stationary age some- 
where between two and seven years old. 

One year after another passed. It was under- 
stood that there was plenty of time for that. 

Rosalind acquiesced in that tacit arrangement 
as she accepted all the other disposals of herself 
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that life made. She was not given to introspec- 
tion of a very searching kind, her mind had re- 
ceived no training that should stiffen it to in- 
quiry, and it was only as the presence of a faint 
discontent that she felt that her years were pass- 
ing aimlessly, that now the interest of home- 
making was over she had nothing whatever to 
do, that the days stretched before her holding 
each a large vacant space of time, that Bray was 
beginning to bore her a good deal and had long 
silent spells that passed occasionally into melan- 
cholia and even into an apathy resembling sulki- 
ness, and that the sort of thing that particularly 
bored her was to feel as she would on many an 
early summer morning in her garden, delight- 
fully well and lightlimbed and young, and to 
spend such a day quite inconsequently just as 
she had spent innumerable such days before, and 
see it end like a glorious setting with a cavity of 
hours that some jewelled memory should have 
filled. She was perhaps instinctively afraid of 
such a realization, and so avoided thinking about 
it. But she could not always be on her guard 
against accidental glimpses of wider possibilities. 
Now and again it would happen that something 
would chance to pierce her seclusion and trouble 
her with the thought that there were other ways 
of life more worth the living that might be 
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achieved outside the little backwater in which 
she was so safely kept. 

There was, for instance, a little incident, slight 
in its reality as the brushing of a moth’s wing in 
flight against her cheek, that will do well enough 
to take as typical. It happened on a summer’s 
morning some seven years after her marriage, 
and Rosalind was in her garden alone. They had 
had breakfast in the garden, and Bray, after talk-. 
ing the matter over with her and getting an- 
noyed because the sun dazzled his eyes, had gone 
into London to arrange with his publisher the 
colour and texture of the cover of his forthcom- 
ing book of poems. Rosalind walked about her 
garden, stopping here and there and looking at 
the brilliance of summer flowers which crowded 
about her in such gallant masses. The garden 
borders were so high and thick with blossoming 
growth that her housemaid had some difficulty in 
finding her, until at last she came upon her wor- 
shipping the great white clematis that hung upon 
the wall by the old greenhouse, and announced 
that the photographer from Brandon’s had ar- 
rived. 

Rosalind had forgotten all about the photog- 
rapher from Brandon’s. So evidently, she real- 
ized, had Bray himself, since he had gone out 
on the morning appointed for the sitting offered 
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by that celebrity-hunting firm. Rosalind went 
indoors to apologize. 

When she reached the door of her drawing- 
room she became aware that the photographer 
from Brandon’s had already extensively un- 
packed. An immense camera had drawn itself 
aloft on a massive tripod, and faced her with a 
vast dark muzzle, plate-carriers of imposing size 
were piled generously on an adjacent table, and 
before one of the leather cases that were scat- 
tered over the floor knelt a young man with his 
back to her, and scrabbled in its interior. He was 
half hidden by a chair, and Rosalind saw him 
merely as brown boots and long legs in leather 
gaiters and a knickerbockered knee. And chiefly 
she was looking at the camera. 

“Good morning,” said Rosalind to the camera 
and the boots. 

The young man shot up to his feet and held 
himself erect, facing her. 

At the sight of him her heart gave a queer little 
jump. She thought he was the most handsome 
thing she had ever seen. There was something in 
the sun tan on his skin that sent her thoughts fly- 
ing to mountains and the sea. 

And the young man saw Rosalind for the 
pretty creature that she was, her fair-skinned 
blondness softly outlined against the shadow of 
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the door, clothed in cool pale blue linen, with 
little muslin daintinesses around her wrists and 
throat. 

For an instant they stood still face to face, and 
looked at one another. The first astonishment in 
his eyes had given place to a look of delight at 
the sight of her that called the colour into her 
cheeks. In Rosalind’s mind at that moment there 
was no atom of doubt as to the thought that had 
leapt into his. She felt the silent air between them 
as thickly charged with meaning as if he had 
that instant called aloud to her, ‘““Mate of mine! 
Found! Found!” Foolishly, irrationally, her heart 
began to beat fast, and with an automatic re- 
sumption of her original intention, she began: 

“My husband Ss 

The young man’s head went back with a little 
jerk, as if he had been lightly struck. Then he 
swung round to the camera with the gesture of a 
servant going back to his servitude, as to some- | 
thing he had forgotten, and gave her an in- 
different shoulder. 

“I’m afraid my husband has forgotten,” stam- 
mered Rosalind, colouring now hotly with the 
odd little twist that had been given to her emo- 
tions. 

He turned again. “Yes?” he inquired curtly. 

Rosalind recovered herself. “Mr. Bray has gone 
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to London to-day,” she explained. “I’m afraid 
—I’m quite sure—he has forgotten you were 
coming.” 

“Oh!” said the young man blankly, looking at 
her again. 

She waited. 

“['ll pack up then,” he said, with formal po- 
liteness. 

Confused and quite inexplicable sensations 
were making their tumult in Rosalind still. 

“JT am so sorry,” she said slowly. 

Why was it that once that was said it seemed 
to mean something quite other than her inten- 
tion? “I am really so very sorry,” she faltered. 
It was ridiculous, it was monstrous, that such 
things should come into her head, but in a most 
curious manner she felt that in that simple re- 
mark she was apologizing for the absurd blunder 
she had made in marrying Bray. 

“Thank you,” he replied, “it doesn’t matter,” 
and went on packing up, unscrewing the lens of 
the great camera with an expert twirl, and clap- 
ping together the tripod stand into a bundle of 
rods. 

“If you don’t mind,” he said, pulling straps 
and not looking at her, ‘ta boy will call for these 
traps in about half an hour.” 

“Certainly,” she answered. 


> 


IN A WALLED GARDEN 235 


He turned to go. She wanted to keep him 
there, wanted to explain herself to him, 
and could not think of any possible way to do 
so that seemed consistent with her dignity. She 
felt that nothing had happened between them, 
and yet that everything had happened. She went 
before him out of the room to the open front 
door of the house. There was a bicycle tilted 
against the hedge. 

“Good morning,” he said; took the bicycle, 
swung into its saddle, and was gone. 

Rosalind stood still for a moment, and then 
went back into the drawing-room with the 
queerest feeling of elation lifting her heart. The 
first sight of the heap of strapped leather cases 
thrilled her as if she had been kissed. Her eyes 
were bright and her cheeks hot, her hands were 
cold, and she pressed them against her cheeks to 
cool their flush. What had there been in that 
glance that had lit in her this mysterious fire? 

She walked about the room, touching things 
here and there, still with a flush in her cheeks and 
a little smile about her lips. She wondered what 
manner of man he was. She tried to recall his 
face exactly, and found that her memory played 
her the trick of giving her no continuous pic- 
ture of him. He was that tweed-clad, stalwart 
figure with the light brown hair, and for the rest 
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his face remained obstinately blurred. And then 
as she came to the door of the room some dis- 
arrangement of the furniture as she looked back 
to the place where he had stood, recalled his face 
to her quite vividly, and she felt again that little 
clutch upon her heart. 

She knew what it was that had flashed to her 
from his eyes. She knew all that it meant, the 
ultimate demand, the ultimate tribute and hom- 
age from a man to a woman. “Beautiful, wor- 
shipful thing!” it haa said. “You are my mate. 
You are she, you are she! You are she that should 
be flesh of my flesh and bone of my bone. You 
are she!” 

She began to imagine the response to that de- 
mand, the high-spirited, adventurous quality of 
it, the test it would make of one’s courage and 
one’s pluck. 

“Ugh!” she said to herself; ‘cam I a decent, 
sensible woman, or a novelette-reading fool?” 
And she went out into her garden, disconcerted 
and ashamed. 

But her thoughts, thoughts that she told her- 
self were unworthy of her dignity and self- 
respect, raced along their way like a team of 
horses utterly beyond her control. They did but 
drag her with them, holding on powerlessly to 
their reins. She could not suppress the feeling 
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that surged up in her that something extraor- 
dinarily sweet and delightful had happened to 
her, something suddenly awakening and refresh- 
ing. There were times indeed when she deliber- 
ately allowed herself to sit hidden among droop- 
ing leafage on a remote garden seat, and hug to 
her heart the memory of that glance, like a child 
that had hidden itself to enjoy forbidden sweets. 
She told herself that only by thus letting her 
mind exhaust the thing would it trouble her no 
more. 

But indeed she found that to fatigue out the 
sharpness of that particular impression was only 
the beginning of her disturbance. 

When Bray came home she put off telling him 
for a time of the coming of Brandon’s photog- 
rapher, afraid that something in her voice 
would betray her, and when at last she did tell 
him she was amazed that she was able to do so 
quite easily. She marvelled that he did not ask 
her more questions, and only remarked that he 
would appoint another day, or go to Brandon’s 
studio himself. 

“Don’t do that,” urged Rosalind, on an im- 
pulse that terrified so soon as it had moved her. 
“Tt will be much more successful if you have 
it done here. The atmosphere of a photographer’s 
is so stiffening.” 
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Bray agreed. ‘Do you mind writing to them 
for me?” he said. 

“Very well,” answered Rosalind, in a faded 
voice. She detested herself now for the common- 
place manceuvre. At any rate, she could and 
would put herself right by being out when he 
came. 

“Rosalind mine!” murmured Bray. 

He leant over the table. They had been din- 
ing in the verandah. 

She started from her abstraction and looked at 
him. The dim, rosily-flowered globes of paper 
Japanese lamps glowed on either side before her. 

Bray gazed upon her with sombre eyes. “How 
beautiful you look there!” he said. “Do you 
know, when I feel the dust and heat of this 
great toiling city as I did this morning, and con- 
trast the complete, and beautiful life we lead 
here. . . .” He paused, a little tangled with his 
sentence. 

“Yes?” she asked. 

“Tt seems almost greedy,” he said. “As though 
we had sucked away all its happiness and loveli- 
ness and content, and held it prisoner ourselves.” 

His gaze upon her became abstracted. With a 
little nursing there would be a lyric in that. 

And Rosalind fell back into her own preoc- 
cupations. 
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Five days passed before the fresh appointment 
fell due. With the best intention in the world 
Rosalind could not suppress a lifting expectancy 
as those days went by. It was futile for her to 
tell herself that nothing more could happen, 
while some impish hope was going about in her 
brain insisting that it could. But whatever went 
on among her rebel thoughts, Rosalind remained 
heroic mistress of her actions, and when that 
morning came she set herself a penance for her 
foolishness and went out. 

When she started she was very satisfied with 
herself for that, and when she was half an hour 
away she was acutely sorry that she had done it. 
She hurried home, telling herself that the time 
had passed when he would have come and gone. 

She opened the garden gate and met Bray 
coming out. “I’ve sat to Brandon’s man,” he 
said. ““He’s just packing up. I’m afraid I can’t 
get home to lunch, Rosa Mundi.” 

She went into the drawing-room, trembling a 
little, and found a little old man with a long 
beard taking a camera to pieces with infinite 
leisureliness. . . . 

That was all, and Rosalind tried to think that 
she was glad to have escaped an embarrassment. 
And, none the less, like some little carelessly- 
dropped seed, this new emotion, and the thoughts 
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that sprang from it, stirred and grew and spread. 
There came times when she doubted very thor- 
oughly if that odd encounter of eyes had ever 
happened outside what she told herself was her 
own vanity-fed imagination; others when its 
sudden memory pricked about her heart again 
with stealthy pleasure. It was months before the 
stir of it faded from her mind. 

And afterwards she had moods when she re- 
proached herself for the idleness that left her a 
prey to such imaginings, and pondered whether 
she could not find some kind of work to fill her 
days. She thought first of one and then of an- 
other of the various movements in which she 
might involve herself, but the idea of artificially- 
induced occupation, for which she knew she felt 
not the least real desire, repelled her. “I wonder 
what it is I am meant for?” she repeated over 
and over again. 

“IT am an idle woman, leading an idle, useless 
life,” she announced to herself. 

She went a step further. “Am I to go on living 
like this?” 

But if it was not to go on, what could she do 
to alter it? Women, she thought, have no chance 
in the world whatever to do serious work once 
they are married. “Serious work” remained a 
vague term to her. 
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One day she happened upon a novel by a 
writer of the modern school that made some ob- 
vious suggestions. “Of course, the right and hon- 
ourable work, the work that lies naturally to a 
woman’s hand, is to bring up children,” she ad- 
mitted to herself after reading it. “Why have 
I no children?” 

Why had she no children? She had never faced 
that out before. 

Did she, she wondered, want children? 

She was standing in the broad gravel path near 
the boundary of her garden, looking up at the 
high old wall as if it made a prison for her. “I 
am young,” she said bitterly, “I am young and I 
am beautiful really, and what is it all for? What 
is going to be the good of it? Why do I not at 
least have children? Here are life and youth and 
opportunity passing by, they are mine now and 
they are passing, and soon J shall have no more 
youth and no more opportunity. I am as if I 
held life’s gold between my hands, and let it 
slip, and slip. Why am I doing that? Soon it will 
be gone, and mingled in the sand at my feet. 
Why cannot I take my work, if that is my work, 
and grip it and make it my own?” 

She had a vision of the children she might 
have. She remembered the fair soft skin of some 
children she knew, and thought of flaxen hair, 
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fine and soft and shining, that would presently 
deepen to ruddy gold. The picture warmed her 
heart to tender excitement. She saw them adoles- 
cent, big-limbed, tall and broad-shouldered, 
stepping proudly about a world that was their 
inheritance. 

And then it occurred to her a little chillingly 
that Bray’s children would not be like that. 

But she dared not go on with that particular 
train of thought, and indeed she hardly allowed 
it to come to the surface of her mind again. Per- 
haps some instinct warned her that it would have 
led her to an unbearable realization. For over 
the threshold of that thought, the threshold on 
which her mind trembled and turned away, lay 
the knowledge that it was not Bray’s child that 
she desired, but the child of some big fair man, 
with limbs of a strength that outmatched her 
strength, and a sun-tanned skin that sent her 
thoughts flying to mountains and the sea. 


XIV 
THE KNEELING IMAGE 


here was a day I remember 

And shall remember a long while, 

One of those pleasant oases 
When hour after hour 
Falls to the touch of time 
Like a ripe apple. 
A day for clear eyes and brisk walking, 
With autumn scents, and a pale gold sun, 
And a breeze that clutched at the leaves 
And scurried them down by the walls 
Under the hedge, and piled them there 
In the sun, for their last sleep. 
We had tea by the fire, 
The lamp was lit; 
And presently one of my friends read a poem 
Of heaven. 


He sat by the lamp and I in the dusk 
In the firelight, 
And the poem had so much beauty that tears 
Would stand in my eyes, a shimmering veil 
Between me and the golden flames; 
For it was a poem of heaven 
And that, as we know it, 
243 
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Is the tale of two people. 

Being together, that were not. 

So simple as that is all that we know of heaven 
Who live on this earth; 

So simple, so little a thing, 

And so hard to attain. 


Was it that poem of heaven, 
That brought me my dream of hell? 


One would think 

That if heaven is being together 

Then hell is in being apart. 

But there’s more. For parting alone 

Leaves hope, and hope is abandoned in hell. 

You’re apart, but the barriers that part you 

Are barbed with crueller thrusts 

Than a sentence of time. 

That sentence of time is a wall 

Between you and your heaven, 

And hope is not killed by a wall. 

Its cold decree 

Is attacked by tendrils of hope 

As one worries a chink 

In the hardest wall, by the tips of one’s fingers at 
last, 

Though they bleed to the bone. 

But the barriers that hell can put 
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Between you and your dear 

Are of iron, are of ice, 

And your fingers may scratch to Eternity 
Making no sign 

On their pitiless strength. 

And one knows at the first 

At the very first moment in hell 
That one’s fingers may scratch to eternity 
Making no sign 

On their pitiless strength. 

For hell has invented the loss of faith 
And the crawling poison of lies 

To rot the fabric of love 

Between you and your dear. 

And lest you should hope even then. 
Hell has invented the wrinkled skin 
And the grey, thin hair, 

And the body that first is so fair 
And loses minutely and surely 

With creeping time 

Its beauty and scent 

Till it bulges and hollows and sags 

As mine did, kneeling in hell 

In my meek nun’s robe. 


It was a strange dream. 
I suppose it was reading a book 
Of the Borgias and Sforzas and such 
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Late that night, that started my brain 

At so queer a game. 

For I was not I any more, but the wie 

Of a Florentine prince, 

A man very great in war, 

Very stern in power, 

Whose helmet had rubbed and worn 

The grizzled hair from his brows; 

Big in bone and heavy in tread 

And with hard eyes. 

I came, little more than a child, 

From my father’s house; 

A kind house, where there was laughter 

And long days of content, 

And sunshine and olive-trees 

And vines borne to the ground with the load of 
their purple fruit. 

I went in my turn, 

In my stiff dress sewn with gold 

And splendid with jewels 

As my sisters had gone; 

Brides of princes; 

And meekly was bride to my lord 

For that 

Was life as I knew it then. 

He was just, but he was not kind, 

And he hated the weak. ; 

The weak, little things of the earth. 
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Who died so soon, for its wailing cry 

And its weak little cold limbs. 

*“You’re young,” were his comforting words, 
“And the first always dies. The next 

Will be brawnier stuff.” 


But I mothered no other child, 
And I trod the threshold of hell. 


For that struck his pride in a deadly place 
To father no sons, 

And the look that I caught on his face 
When he saw me first 

And the little thing I was, 

Came back and stayed. 

And his first uneasy patience 

Gave way to an angry contempt. 


But the ante-chambers of hell 

Are not all dark. 

‘Hell has a cunninger way 

Than to toughen your sense with the dull piling 
of pain. 

That you may later know pain 

To its last agonized throb, 

There are windows that open on heaven 

That let in the breezes of heaven 
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Its sunshine and shouting of birds, 
And the happiness overrunning, 
The extravagant prodigal bliss 
That is heaven’s first gift. 

Te was-spring? 4.5) 

That window flew open, 

My lover came in. 


My lord discovered our sin. ... 


It is strange that in hell 

It is hard to believe that you sin. 

I could ne’er understand 

—For a girl is not learned like a priest— 
How the monstrous and evil snare 

I'd been taught to expect and resist 
Never was, never gleamed; 

‘And the thing that in hell they call sin 
Is past belief fair, 

Is compact of dear joy, 

Of a holy and trembling joy, 

Of beauty and tender care. 

It seemed that Love held out his arms 
And enfolded my heart with such rapture 
Such ecstasy pure 

'As Mary her Child. 

Is it part of the cunning of hell 

To dress sin 

In God’s very skin? 
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My lord took no common way; 

With his iron pride 

He’d be meat for no sniggering tale 

Of husband betrayed. 

He announced I was dead, and even my dear 

Thought me dead, 

But hell is eternal, the sleeping of death 

Is not there. 

No death, not a thousand deaths could have 
slaked his revenge. 

He kept me alive, to wreak on my body his rage. 

There was no shred of magnificence docked 

From my funeral cavalcade, 

But the coffin that shammed to hold my corpse 

With a stone was weighed; 

And because, he publicly said, I had led so saintly 
a life 

He would build a memorial fit for so good a 
wife; 

And a tower of stainless white 

Should lift to the sky 

And up at its topmost height 

Should a chapel be placed, 

And my image should kneel so I faced 

The holy pair. 


It was done as he said, but the statue they put 
Was no figure of wood 


250 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


But my flesh and blood. 

My living body it was. 
That knelt on the cold stone 
And could not move. 


Year followed year, year followed year; 
I knelt and could not move. 

The strangeness of dreams! for all those years 
I knew in such multitude, 

Dragging their leaden days, 

Their endless succession of days, 

Were perhaps a few moments measured 
By the ticking clock at my head, 

The time from one turn to another 

Of my body lying in bed. 

But to me in my dream 

Year followed year, slower and slower, 
Colder and colder, 

Till time itself froze and was still 

And my heart ceased to beat; 

Only my body grew older and older. 


I knelt in a shrine deep recessed 
Over the altar, 

And the figures of Mary and Child 
Sat enthroned in a blaze of gold 
Encircled by angels. 

And the day and the night 
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Were alike in the light that streamed from hun- 
dreds of candles 

With tall and unquivering flames. 

There I knelt, in a white nun’s robe, 

And could not move. 

It is all in the spirit of hell to be near heaven, 

To have lost heaven 

And not know why, 

I knew that behind me were windows that gave 
to the sky; 

I knew when each dawn 

Stole on the silvered dark 

And the creeping grey light 

Roused the first faint stir of the breeze, 

The first thin song of a bird, 

Very high, that trembled and ceased 

And uprose in flight. 

It seemed that I knew 

The instant the sun at my back 

Smote the floor; 

But all that I saw 

Year after year, was the crack 

In the stone at my feet where my bent eyes fell 

In unblinking stare. 

I would hear each day 

The city awake, and the life of the street 

So distant below, 

Would rise in a murmurous sound 
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Of voices and far away feet, 

And swell to each noon 

With a clanging rejoicing of bells 

From the new campanile Giotto had made. 
And I saw as if I had been there 

The piled ruddy fruit on the barrows, 

The women with striped kerchiefs 

Tied on their glossy hair, 

And the babies rolling in the doorways, 
The barter and laughter in a long crescendo 
To the hot midday; 

And a long diminuendo to the evening 
And the ultramarine night. 

Through each day of those years and years 
I longed for the peace of the night, 

For behind me by day 

Was ever a crowd 

Who toiled up the winding stair of the tower 
And prayed. 

But the night was silent. . . . Silent... . 
I wept through each night of those years; 
A ceaseless river of tears 

Furrowed each cheek, wearing a deep groove, 
And the years followed the years and still 
I did not understand 

Why Love had been given mankind 

To be banned. 
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Not all days were alike, 

Some were marked 

With a bitterness more profound 
When I knew my lord stood there, 
—I knew his step on the stair, 
Heavy on the stair— 

He stood, he alone of them all 
Knowing the image before him 
Was my living flesh in thrall, 
And I felt the touch of his gaze 
Like a hot flail... . 

Ah well, every dream, thank God! 
Must end at last, 

Even a dream about hell. 


It came with a sudden pause 

In the worshipping crowd. 

It seemed they vanished 

And I was alone with the candles and saints 
And a new fear. 

Then up the stairs like the tread of doom 
Trampled the feet of my lord, 

Not alone, for I heard him talking 

And a gentle voice replying 

That pierced me like a sword; 

The voice of my lover— 

No other! 
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What torment had the fiend devised 

That he urged my lover 

So courteously nearer? 

With a smooth voice saying, 

“I’ve always wanted to show you how like 

It is to herself, how well done.” 

It seemed my withered body shrank in my shape 
of stone 

To one burning drop of pain, 

And the heart that had shrivelled to something 
so small and so hard and old 

Could bear no mockery more, and broke 

And released me. I moved, I sprang, 

From the shrine to the floor, and up to the sill, 

And leapt from hell... . 


It ended as dreams do 

In a long fall, 

A rush through the sweet air 
To the city below, tiny and white, 
Laced round with a river of blue 
That meandered the plain. 

But the rush was brief, 

I fell 

Slower and slower, 

Floating to earth at last, 

... likea leaf. 
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A leaf, wind-blown, nowhither; 

Brown, dry; 

Scurried and blown in a torrent of leaves 

*Gainst the foot of a wall, 

Scraping a window, lamp-lit. 

Oh window! fly open again; 

A woman who’s dead is beating her soul at thy 
pane! 


XV 


ROBE DE BOUDOIR 


rs. Hannaford drove her fast-trotting 
M pony neatly up the railway approach, 

gave the reins to the garden boy who 
accompanied her, repeated her directions for be- 
ing met by the down train at 6.40, gathered up 
her sunshade, her purse-bag, and her novel, and 
passed into the cool shadow of the station. 

She was making one of her customary excur- 
sions to London that happened every fortnight 
or three weeks, combining shopping with the ac- 
ceptance of some invitation to lunch or an after- 
noon “At Home.” Her husband was a sportsman 
and a country gentleman in a small way—ill at 
ease away from his fields and his gun, and never 
leaving them willingly—who visited London, 
when it was unavoidable, in a humour of ferocity 
that made him a difficult companion. But Mrs. 
Hannaford clung with persistence to the con- 
vention she had set up, that occasional shopping 
in London was a duty no conscientious house- 
manager could neglect; and she would have val- 
ued her vote as a badge of freedom very lightly 
if it had been offered to her against her ticket 


for the Stores. 
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One had to manage a little. 

“J think,” she would say one day at tea, “I 
really ought to go up to town to-morrow, if I - 
can, and get some shopping done.” 

She would throw a slightly troubled accent 
into her voice. 

Perhaps Mr. Hannaford would grunt, and in 
that case she could go on making her plans in fair 
security; perhaps he would say nothing, but just 
go on reading the Field; perhaps he would make 
some objection and she would defer her plain 
necessity until the following day; perhaps at 
breakfast the next morning he might suddenly 
allege that he was aware of her intention for the © 
first time, and with the simple statement, ““You’d 
better not go to-day,” postpone her excursion. 
She never felt quite sure of herself till the pony- 
trap cleared the avenue and the lodge gates, and 
was well along the wide white road to the sta- 
tion three miles away. And even surer and safer 
did she feel when the train began to move, and 
slipped from the familiar little platform away 
and away and away into freedom, giving her a 
whole six hours of liberty before the tether of the 
5-45 brought her back to her home. 

It was delicious—that liberty. But do not let 
it be inferred that Mrs. Hannaford had ever 
passed an hour of her life in any but circum- 
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stances of meticulous decorum. There was noth- 
ing awaiting her in London but the shops, and 
perhaps the small luncheon-party given by an- 
other woman, which were the avowed objects of 
her journey. But the experience of freedom; of 
being able to make her own decisions as to what 
she would eat and when; of being able to go 
down this street, or, if she willed it so, that one; 
of stopping here to look into a shop window, 
or going on without argument or justification or 
debate, thrilled into her veins like wine. Some- 
times she would squander so much time at first in 
this joyous exercise of free will, that she would 
have to hurry immoderately at last to get 
through her allotted business. She went along Re- 
gent Street or Victoria Street or Oxford Street 
with the élan of a cage-bird that has escaped to 
the blue sky. 

Once or twice, indeed, she had done things that 
seemed to her to beat the very bounds of liberty; 
once or twice she had gone into a picture gal- 
lery; once she had slipped into a concert, sitting 
in a back seat and looking furtively about her in 
the fear of seeing an acquaintance who might 
recognize her; but the anxiety of that and the 
subsequent strain of concealment seemed to her 
to overbalance the strange pleasure of the music. 
For it would be quite impossible to make it ac- 
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ceptable to Mr. Hannaford that she should do, 
or want to do, anything of the kind. To Mr. 
Hannaford attendance at concerts and picture 
galleries was either the doubtful privilege of 
people in “society”—a position he would repudi- 
ate—or the unhealthy proclivity of people who 
were “artistic.” He felt about “artistic” people 
the same slightly contemptuous commiseration 
that he would have felt about coloured people. 
He himself was not artistic, and he would take 
good care that his wife was not either. And all 
that body of sound, downright opinion that oc- 
cupied the basement in Mr. Hannaford’s mind 
would have made it dreadfully difficult for Mrs. 
Hannaford to explain to him that she had been, 
alone, to such places—in fact, it made it im- 
possible. It would be like confessing to a moral 
lapse. It might have the effect of curtailing her 
freedom to go to London at all. 

Once, indeed, she had done something even 
more inexplicable. In the early darkness of a 
winter afternoon, changing from a motor-’bus 
from the West End to another for Victoria Sta- 
tion, she passed close by the great shadowed mass 
and orange-lit windows of Westminster Abbey. 
There was a sound of music, like a trail of thin 
smoke across the air. It was as if she saw it for the 
first time; it uprose in its great height so 


260 THE BOOK OF CATHERINE WELLS 


strangely aloof that it penetrated her with awe 
and wonder; it was like a giant in still com- 
munion with the stars, while the little men ran 
about their little dark affairs around its feet. The 
pealing of the bells for evensong beat against the 
roaring traffic like the legendary phantom peal 
of a church swallowed long years ago by the en- 
croachment of the sea. 

She saw people passing in through a small 
doorway in the great one, and with sudden dar- 
ing she too passed into the murmurous, shaded 
mystery of the interior. She slipped into a chair 
and knelt; the pealing bells sounded as if they 
were ringing at an immense distance; the sound 
of a voice rose and fell far away, with chanted 
responses; the pattering up the aisles of feet on 
the pavement, the shrill scroop of a chair—all 
this soft web of sound enclosed her in a globe of 
solitude. Her whole being was pierced with a 
sense of self-abasement, of humility too pro- 
found for adoration. She knelt with her face 
pressed upon her muff; her eyes filled with tears 
so that she had to seek her handkerchief; she 
wept. Presently she rose and slipped away, fear- 
ful lest she should have lost too much time to 
catch her train; but she found she had been there 
barely ten minutes. She concealed that incident 
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of her day with the scrupulosity that another 
woman might have employed upon a rendezvous. 

Those were rare and trepid adventures. 
Usually she enjoyed the simple pleasure of pass- 
ing along the streets, the simple exercise of her 
own free will. 

It was a very warm, very beautiful day in 
June. She was a pretty woman; riding and coun- 
try life had kept her fresh and young. There was 
the usual group on the platform, of three or four 
neighbours, some farmers and workpeople; no 
women she knew, she was glad to see, since they 
would have travelled up with her; the men 
would make off to smoking-carriages. 

There was Colonel Burton, raising his hat. 

“You coming up, Mrs. Hannaford? Beautiful 
day. Wonderful weather.” And so on, as usual, 
for five minutes. 

The train came snorting in. Mrs. Hannaford 
parted from the colonel and got into her own 
compartment. She opened her novel. 

Now novels were a source of imaginative 
stimulus unreckoned with by Mr. Hannaford. 
He knew about pictures, he knew about music; 
he knew that they led women into trouble and 
tended to break up a man’s home; he knew that 
a conspicuous interest in religion could be neu- 
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tralized by red beef and exercise and a little 
auction in the evenings; but he did not know, 
since he never opened one, what novels were like 
nowadays, and how astonishingly they illuminate 
the female mind. Mrs. Hannaford did not ob- 
trude them. She changed them inconspicuously 
at the library. 

The floating population of novels and other 
popular works that came and went were ac- 
cepted by Mr. Hannaford as part of the furni- 
ture proper to a country house. People who came 
to stay expected them, as they expected to find 
the newspapers about and things to smoke. He 
was not a reader himself; he had too much to do. 
He would have been immeasurably shocked to 
see a French novel among them, and would 
quickly have put a stop to that; but, lulled by 
the long security of the Victorian era, he never 
thought of opening them or doubting their in- 
nocuous fatuity so long as they bore titles in 
English. Among them, unsuspected by him, 
were translations from Russian, from French, 
from Italian—wolves in sheep’s clothing. And 
so it came about that Mrs. Hannaford had 
glimpses, and more than glimpses, not only of 
reality, of the mental and emotional workings 
of nearly every sort of human being in the 
world, but of adventure and experiment and 
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peril and happiness, and of all the beauty and 
tenderness of love that the most ingenious minds 
of our age can devise. 

As she read, something like the weight of a big 
clumsy hand resting upon her mind passed away. 
She reached Victoria in the highest spirits. It was 
an extremely beautiful day. 

She determined on a "bus to Sloane Square. 
There was a shop there where they had pretty 
clothes in the window, and an attractive old 
furniture shop; and then she liked to walk up 
the length of Sloane Street—she liked its breadth 
and clarity, the long stretch bordered by gar- 
dens, and at the top the bright, interesting, in- 
dividual shops. And then the great glossy curved 
plate-glass windows of the big drapers’ shops in 
Knightsbridge, where she would make some small 
purchases. 

The warm summer air was still fresh with the 
morning; women passed her, charmingly dressed; 
there was a sparkle in the sunshine that made 
people smile at slight provocation. It was pleas- 
ant to linger under the broad awning of a florist 
and breathe the scent of the gorgeous mass of 
blossom banked against the cool depths of the 
open shop; it was pleasant to see the neat baskets 
of glossy, pampered fruit, the speckless gleam- 
ing glass bottles of a parfumeur, the smart, lux- 
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urious stationer’s, with its profuse elaborations 
of letter-writing. 

She walked along very gaily, now in the 
shade, now in the sun, humming a little sound- 
less tune, her parasol drooping back over her 
shoulder. The branches of the trees swayed in 
their full green of summer; the smartly fronted 
houses had hung out striped sun-blinds over win- 
dow boxes blooming with that high pressure of 
achievement peculiar to West-End plants; taxis 
passed with a swish, motor-’buses with a heavy 
impetus; there was the glittering passage of a 
water-cart, a keen, fresh smell, the swirl of water 
in the gutter. She had a wonderful sense of hap- 
piness, of looking charming, of being admired by 
passers-by while she kept her eyes quietly upon 
the shop windows or the interests of the traffic. 
It was pleasant, it was delightful. And she had 
five hours more. 

The big shop in Knightsbridge, where she 
meant to buy some gloves, foamed and frothed 
over with the light gossamer of summer raiment, 
stocked with an exuberant abundance. In the 
lingerie department, through which she had to 
pass, were lying on the counters and displayed on 
stands fragilities as lovely and light as soap bub- 
bles. She marvelled at a series of transparencies, 
sheaths of chiffon faintly flushed with colour, 
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their low décolletages edged very simply with 
lace, and labelled ‘“‘Robes de Boudoir.” Mrs. Han- 
naford had never seen their like before; it was, 
in fact, the first season that that particular kind 
of garment appeared in the department of 
feminine wear which has of late years done so 
much to rid itself of its old partnership with 
scarlet flannel. She looked, and then went on, 
just a little embarrassed by those wisps of chif- 
fon. They were so different in every particular, 
in every characteristic, from anything she had 
ever possessed. But they were lovely. As she sat 
among the austerities of the glove department, 
they were enormously alluring to think of; they 
took insolent possession of her imagination; they 
clung about her like cobwebs. It was a scrap of 
the world of imaginative beauty became fact and 
reality; it was as if a figure from a floating, 
quivering mirage had suddenly thrust forward 
and touched her with a living hand. Such things 
existed. They were made; they were bought. 

She would buy one. 

She went back a little nervously through the 
lingerie department, as if she were casually stroll- 
ing; she stopped in front of one of the coveted 
coquetries and fingered its edge with an expres- 
sion of sternness, as if she were debating whether 
it would wear well. 
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A pretty young saleswoman approached her. 
“These are just in, madam. Are they not charm- 
ing, madam?” And she twirled the stand to show 
it off. 

“Very pretty,” replied Mrs. Hannaford with 
dignity. “I think this one would look very well 
lined with blue silk.” 

Fatally she caught sight of a quick spasm of 
amusement that lit up the pretty young sales- 
woman’s face. She dropped the edge of the chif- 
fon wrap as if it were hot, turned straight about 
and walked off, out of the department, along a 
maze of counters and show-rooms toward the 
street. She was not thinking, she was too con- 
fused; but as the heavy swing-door was being 
pulled open for her, something like a voice spoke 
straight into her ear: 

“Some day you will be dead!” 

She turned away from the open door, feign- 
ing to examine a festoon of lace. Then in a mo- 
ment, she walked with straight swift resolution 
back to the robes de boudoir. 

“JT will take that one,” she said very gravely, 
as soon as she got there. 

“Two and a half guineas, madam,” said the 
saleswoman, whipping it off the stand. 

“Thank you,” said Mrs. Hannaford, with a 
sense of having just jumped off the edge of a 
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precipice and of floating, floating in mid-air. 

“No, I will take it with me, thanks. 

“No, thanks, I will pay for it now. 

“No, please do not put it in a box. A small 
parcel, please.” 

She took the little flat parcel and doubled it up 
again. It might have contained a veil. 

She continued her shopping methodically, a 
little entranced. 


Punctually at 6.40 the train from Victoria 
brought Mrs. Hannaford back to her station. She 
gathered up her novel, her sunshade, her parcels, 
and looked out of the window. 

She was astonished to see her husband waiting 
for her on the platform. 

He had a jackdaw curiosity about parcels. He 
liked to see that she had got good value with his 
good money. Her idiotic dress had no pocket. 

The train stopped. Very quickly she took the 
slim little parcel that might have contained a 
veil, and slipped it as far as possible down into 
the crack between the seat and the back of the 
carriage. 


XVI 


EVERYMOTHER 


here the pine-clad mountain sides 

\ \ pinch the valley to its end in a steep 
glacier there stands, square and alone 

except for a few scattered chalets, the typical 
Swiss mountain hotel, white-walled and green- 
shuttered. It is the resort of climbers, and of 
those who climbed in younger days and come 
there to breathe the thin glacial air once more, 
look up at the familiar peaks and trace old routes, 
and potter along the lower paths that once they 
strode by lantern light before the dawn. Over 
the dark, steeply rising mountain wall the sun 
sets early; it will not warm much longer the 
groups of people at tea round the iron tables on 
the rough hotel terrace. Most of them, wrapped 
up in woollies and shod in nailed boots, set off 
for a last walk before dusk along the banks of 
the noisy torrent that pours from the glacier 
above and plunges and roars its way over the 
grey rocks downward; but some of the men, 
changed and washed and exceptionally brushed 
and sleek about the head and reddened and burnt 


in the face, sit on, smoking and easefully con- 
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templating the peaks they clung to and con- 
quered in the morning hours. 

Everymother sits at one of the tables. She has 
finished her tea but she does not think of going 
for another walk, for if she did she might miss 
the boy’s return. He went off this morning very 
early, soon after three; from her bedroom win- 
dow she had watched the start, a glimpse in the 
darkness of the slender, tall, tight-knit figure 
_ striding down the path beside the shorter, stur- 
dier guide carrying a lantern. The lantern twin- 
kled along the path after the two figures were 
lost in the darkness, and then at a turn it van- 
ished. 

Everymother stood still for a moment by the 
window, and then went back to bed... . 

Her son had come into her room to say good- 
bye, as she liked him to do whatever the hour of 
his start; had not kissed her but laid the tip of 
his finger to his ointment-smeared mouth and 
touched her lips with it. “Be good, little Ma,” 
and “Good luck, my dear. Clear, isn’t it?” and 
“Splendid,” was what they had said, and off he 
had gone, stepping gingerly in his great boots. 
(“It is defended to circulate in the hotel in boots 
of ascension before seven hours,” announces a 
written notice in the hall.) 

This climb was the biggest thing he had at- 
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tempted. With his own guide he was joining 
another climber, an hotel acquaintance, and his 
guide, to make a party of four. They were not 
only going to climb the Grande Aiguille but 
going up it by the steep face instead of the usual 
easier route by the aréte. “Very interesting,” 
was what the older man had called it. “Horrible,” 
was Everymother’s unspoken opinion, looking 
up at the thing the day before. To-day she had 
not looked at it very much: It jerked up on the 
skyline, a sharp narrow peak with steeply slop- 
ing sides and a vertical face. It was the most 
conspicuous object on the eastern side of the 
view. 

Everymother had got up and _ breakfasted 
rather early, and then messed about as she called 
it in her bedroom rather late before going out. 
She hadn’t felt inclined this morning to get in- 
cluded in an expedition by kindly meaning fel- 
low visitors. She wanted to be by herself. She 
didn’t want to be bothered all day pretending 
interest in everything in the world except the 
steep face of the Grande Aiguille, and reserving 
for that grim-breasted monster a phlegmatic 
calm. She thought she had had enough of that 
after breakfast, when two enthusiastic hard 
climbers, a brother and sister, lean, experienced, 
beetroot-faced, had captured her as she came out 
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on the terrace. They were at the hotel telescope, 
trained as usual on the notorious Aiguille, and 
with the utmost kindness they had shown her 
through it all the route in detail, there where the 
climbing party would come into view round the 
edge of an aréte, and there where they would be- 
gin to ascend the face. “You'll be able to watch 
them a good part of the way,” said the sister 
in a considerate voice as if she apprehended that 
Everymother was a novice at this sort of thing 
and might be anxious. 

But Everymother had thought to herself that 
watching that crawling progress wasn’t a bit 
what she cared to do. 

She tidied up her tidy room, wrote some let- 
ters, and finally started off to walk fast and far 
before lunch. But before long she found herself 
sitting by the shore of a little blue lake that lay 
between the mountains like a dropped jewel, 
watching the rippling of its surface and brood- 
ing over her boy. The water was perfectly clear, 
so that every little stone on the white sandy lake 
bottom could be seen. How deep could it be? Per- 
haps eight or ten feet or deeper. She discovered 
two systems of ripples, one that was blown across 
the surface by the light breeze and another run- 
ning in the contrary direction and below the 
first, that was the path of the stream that fell 
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into the lake at one end and flowed through it. 
There was a lovely and endless interplay of 
iridescent patternings running and flashing 
through the crystal clear water. 

She wished she had had a better head and a 
tougher physique when she was younger; she 
would have loved just what he cared for, the 
high and lonely wastes of gaunt grey rocks, the 
austere splendour of great snowfields, blinding 
white, the incredible beauty of the whole pageant 
of dawn and sunrise, of blue-white snow fired 
suddenly to gold and grey clouds lit to flaming 
rose. Odd how they both turned upward to these 
things, how they both disliked “‘going down,” 
how they were always getting away from the 
warm lush valleys up into these cold heights. He 
must now be clinging to some rock face, tense 
and with every nerve alert and wary for the fall- 
ing stone, the loose handhold . . . climbing, 
clinging, working chilled fingers into a crack, 
a crack ice-glazed. ... 

This was absurd. This was the particular sort 
of thing she was resolved not to give way to. 
Everymother shook herself together. She walked 
back to the hotel, looked through the books 
again in the fumoir, took up a Wilkie Collins 
novel and read for a while in her bedroom, with 
the long French windows open on to her bal- 
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cony and the sunshine. The stillness was pro- 
found. She went into her boy’s room, his clothes 
were tossed about as he had left them, a disorder 
of garments on the chairs and a jumble on the 
table of books and photograph prints and papers 
and chocolate and cigarettes. Everymother 
would have liked to tidy it all up for the pleas- 
ure of handling the stuff that had lain so in- 
timately close to him—just for the feel of it. But 
he would rather it were all left, just so, where 
he could put his hand on everything. She had 
found a weak place in one of his stockings, and 
got out some wool and darned it. It was very 
comforting to have the rough warm thing on her 
fist. She tried to find a hole in the other. The day 
had worn through at last to four o’clock. 

At any time now the party may return. 

*“Hasn’t your son got back yet?” remarks an 
insensitive elderly lady, passing Everymother 
where she sits by her tea-table. 

“Hardly yet,” she answers casually. 

“All the others seem to be back,” says the eld- 
erly lady informingly, and passes on to the hotel 
entrance. 

The sunshine thins out. Everymother looks 
up; the sun is dipping over the shoulder of the 
mountain. A few moments more of golden light 
and the sunlight has faded altogether and left 
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the garden cold. Everymother feels chilly, gath- 
ers up her book and her newspaper and oddments 
and goes upstairs to her room. 

Her window looks out over the terrace to 
pine-trees and the foaming river down below, 
and to a length of ascending rocky path down 
which the returning party will come. It is silly to 
watch the path, but it would be such a happiness 
to see them coming into sight. They will be com- 
ing very soon now, Everymother tells herself. Of 
course theirs was a particularly long expedition, 
it is not that they are late. They will appear, she 
thinks, just by that bent fir-tree at the end of 
the loop of path, and come across the bridge over 
the river. He will be leading, a slim tall figure, 
with the little grey man who went with him at 
his side, and the two guides, their day’s work 
over, tramping behind them. Quite soon, and 
then she will laugh at her 

No, not fears. Impatience. 

As she watches, her thoughts escape the stern 
control she has kept on them all day. 

What a stalwart man he looked in the early 
morning, this erstwhile baby of hers, so short a 
time ago a small bundle of white-frocked ac- 
tivity in a nursery, with a little busy incessant 
brain beneath a crop of curly hair. And yet what 
could be directer from that exquisite child than 
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this figure of fearless youth, gripping his ice ax 
and elated at the adventure before him. Every- 
mother at the window, watching the path, is 
filled with pride that she indulges, with fear that 
she beats down. (Fear is putting up quite a fight 
now for the mastery of her thoughts.) This 
climbing, is it justifiable? The risks are horrible, 
the gain—what? 

Here is this young creature on which labour 
and care have been lavished for twenty years, 
and precious on that account now not only to 
herself but to the whole world. Precious perhaps 
least to herself if his value were told, her part in 
his making a small one if all the reckoning were 
made. There flashes before her mind a procession 
—herself and his father, his nurse, governess, 
school-masters, university professors, and a re- 
tinue behind these of toil and service that reaches 
to the miner digging in his pit and the sailor la- 
bouring the cold sea. And now he stood ready 
for manhood, youth equipped for life. What else 
is the hope of the world? Ready like an elaborate 
tool wonderfully made and exquisitely adjusted, 
and one could do no better with him than hang 
him on a frangible rope with those strong shapely 
feet and those trained clever hands clinging to 
slippery rocks that overhang precipices of ice. 
. . . Was one mad? 
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Her thoughts, glancing at the rope, fray it to 
an impossible thinness, the rock face plunges 
downwards to a dark abyss, the nailed boots 
alin. iti 

This will not do. This is folly. Everymother 
is glad that no one can possibly know that such 
thoughts are in her mind. It was really silly to 
be anxious, letting herself get worked up, watch- 
ing in this fretting way. If she was seen to be 
watching by those tough men outside there it 
would be ridiculous, and make her boy ridicu- 
lous. There was no reason in it. As a matter of 
fact mountaineering was probably safer than 
most other occupations, since every one was so 
extremely careful who was concerned in it. Mo- 
toring accidents were far commoner than climb- 
ing accidents. 

How would she have liked to have mothered a 
son who adventured nothing, who avoided risks, 
who showed fear? 

It was time she changed for dinner. She left 
the window, and moved about the room, de- 
liberately humming a tune, and not looking at 
the path. She is dressed in quite a short time. 

One more glance before going downstairs. 
Ah! There is a movement among the shadowy 
fir-trees at the bend of the path. Three figures 
detach themselves; a guide with a rucksak and 
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ice ax in front, a short small figure next, a 
guide behind No one following? No fourth 
figure with them! 

Everymother feels as if the solid hotel has 
swayed and jumped violently sideways. “Keep 
steady! oh keep steady,” she says to herself, going 
quickly but very quietly out of her room, along 
the corridor, down the stairs, through the hall, 
out of the door and up on to the terrace... . 
It isso far togo.... 

Much nearer, she can see the three distinctly. 
The guides are strange to her and the small figure 
in the middle is a woman in knickerbockers. . . . 

Half an hour later her son comes striding into 
the hall with the rest. He looks alert and tri- 
umphant and not a bit tired. One knickerbocker 
knee is torn in a jagged rent and a couple of 
knuckles on his left hand grazed red and raw. 

“Splendid time!” he says, seeing her. “Oh 
splendid! How have you been getting on?” 

“T’ve been all right.” 


XVII 


APRIL IN THE WOOD 


f Nhe wood is of birch and willow and thin- 
leaved trees, so that it is not dark like 
other woods but irradiated with lightly 

veiled sunshine. The sunshine falls down, glint- 

ing the upturned primroses that star the sides 
of the ditch that surrounds the wood, the prim- 
roses drift a little way along the mossed paths and 
come to an end among knots of pale violets. 
For a space there are no flowers, there is only an 
undergrowth of light and vivid green, and then 
through the distant tree stems appears a filmy 
mist of blue. The heart of the wood is massed 
thick with bluebells. As I go nearer the blue 
grows brighter, and spreads and flows out into 
a miraculous lake of blue, emerald edged, at 
whose brink I stand at last. Above the myriads 
of flowers hangs the sharp and tender green of 
the young trees, shading and deepening their 
marvellous colour. The arching bells rise to my 
knees, away in one corner a little streak of white 
bells runs like a laugh among the perfect blue, 
and at one side the blue lake froths and foams 
and creams at its edge with white fool’s parsley. 


The air is filled with their scent, laden with 
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scent; silent as if all nature hung breathless over 
their beauty. 

How silent is a wood! In the open country 
the song of a bird seems only the louder part of 
a universal stir of sound, here in the wood it lifts 
up sharply and alone against the silence as against 
a curtain of black. In the open when the air is 
still and there is no sound it is like the silence of a 
rumbustious person fallen asleep, in the wood 
it is the silence of something awake and still, in 
brooding thought. My footsteps, however lightly 
I may tread, fall brutally into the stillness. I am 
constrained to stop, and presently sit down upon 
the green mossed roots of a beechtree that lie 
asprawl across the path. 

A bird twitters and is hushed. Time ceases. 
Each moment is a strange, still eternity. 

A tiny sound makes me aware of a tiny flash 
of movement. It passes by the tail of my eye and 
out of sight. Possibly a mouse. My ears grow 
tuned to finer shades of hearing; the air is not so 
soundless, the earth is not so still as at first it 
seemed to me. Beneath the surface of this placid 
scene a thousand minute activities interlace and 
spin the eternal fabric of life, a spider lays her 
eggs, a group of ants feed busily upon the crack- 
ling carcase of a beetle and leave it at the end 
a hollow shuck of brittleness that will presently 
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shiver into the earth, a tiny insistent maggot 
tunnels its arduous way a little further into a 
great tree that in years to come its remote prog- 
eny will kill, half-open buds explode and expand 
softly into leaves and flowers, a thousand wild 
bees drone and bustle among the yellow gorse 
bushes outside the wood. To a hearing finer than 
any human creature’s this silence would seem a 
felted clamour of tappings, rustlings, flutter- 
ings, crepitations, tearings and gnawings, a mur- 
murous mass of infinitely small busy sounds like 
the soft confusion of an orchestra before the 
coming of its conductor. Perhaps in the ears of 
one of those little creeping creatures of the earth 
this place hums like a busy city. 

And as tiny sounds begin to drop into this 
silence at first unfathomable and profound, so 
do small unnoticed things begin to leap into my 
sight as if they sprang there and then into being. 
Little delicate lovelinesses lie about everywhere 
for the finding. Close by my hand I see among 
the grass blades a single feather. It is hardly two 
inches long, it is of the lightest grey, and from 
its root for nearly all its length it is a mass of 
soft fluffiness that becomes at the tip suddenly 
smooth, speckled, fine and thin. That glossy 
transparent tip is all that the bird shows, the 
fluffy rest is just his exquisite underclothing! I 
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turn it about and marvel at it; if I stroke it 
against my lips it is almost too soft for feeling. 
Minute white flowers, humbly perfect in their 
tiny shape, cling about the stems of that under- 
growth I took for plain green leaves. As I lie 
still the little creatures of the wood begin to 
come and go again about their busy affairs. A 
robin, his beak brimming over with scraps of 
faintly writhing worm, hovers in the bushes 
about me, scrutinizing me first with one bright 
brown eye and then the other between anxiety 
and growing confidence, and then with a dash 
he has shot into that thicker place among the 
leaves where hides his nest. A beetle, glossy green 
and gold, emerges from the litter on the ground, 
pauses in reconnoitre and begins an immense 
journey of some unknown, concentrated pur- 
pose. Its route lies near my foot; as I move 
slightly to look at it, it stops, to resume its way 
with a momentary hastening. It passes at last 
out of sight under some dead leaves. . . . The 
mouse has come out again and seems not to 
trouble about me at all. He must have his home 
on the other side of this beech tree against whose 
trunk I lean. I watch him with delight. 

The infinite delicacy, the loveliness of little 
mice! He bustles out, a mite of a mole-coloured 
thing, with tiny perfect ears and feet and eyes 
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and whiskers and a completely round body of 
grey and silver like a willow bud, a globe of soft- 
ness, a thing as exquisite as lives. He burrows his 
nose under every leaf and twig, he nibbles every 
morsel about him, he stands on his minute head 
and turns somersaults out of sheer joy. He im- 
presses me as one of the most volatile and ador- 
able characters I have ever met. I would like to 
go back to the story of Creation for his genesis, 
and think of God making him with tender care, 
chiselling him with the finest instruments from 
the primal clay, and bending His great attentive 
brows over the little emerging shape. Surely it 
was when God had done with the elephants and 
whales and horses and men and such rough fur- 
nishing of the earth that He made mice and small 
birds and squirrels and butterflies, because it was 
such lovely work to do. 

And because He was happy in their making 
they remain the happiest of His creatures now. 


XVII 


THE FUGITIVES 


t night my sleeping-room 

A Is dark and high, 
With three great windows opening 

To the garden and the sky, 
And soft and dusky visitors 
Come swirling through the room and go 
Back to their moonlit pageant show, 
While through the shadowed places of my brain 
The dreams drift to and fro. 


It was the hour before the dawn; 
A full night we had lain, 
Still with fright, in a secret hole 
Behind a trellised pane 
In an Indian Raja’s palace, and I 
Was some brown bit of unheeded life 
Serving the Raja’s new young wife, 
And somehow mixed up in the sudden flight 
She had made from her raging lord. 
We lay close pressed and scarcely stirred, 
She by the side, without a word, 
Of the dark young Prince who had caused the 
din 
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(I dare say theirs was the ancient sin;) 

And one or two others like me, and her nurse, 
An aged dame, who to make things worse 

For us in our hiding, would whimper with fear 
And betray us all were I not near 

To muffle her mouth 

With a handy cloth. 


All night the search went to and fro 

About and around and above and below, 

And we heard her master rage and roar 

With an anger I’d never imagined before. 

‘And the flashing lights passed, and pierced within 

Our sheltering trellis that was so thin, 

Lighting her face with her lips compressed 

And her little hands crushed on her lover’s breast. 

Late we heard two who paused to speak 

Say as soon as there was a daylight streak 

He’d orders to pull all the palace down | 

If he could not “find out where the rats had 
flown.” 

I saw by the light they carried the flash 

In the Prince’s eyes, and the movement rash 

That clutched at his dagger; and guessed his 
thought, 

To kill his belovéd where she lay 

Rather than suffer the peril of day 

And the chances that it brought. 
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And then it seemed she counselled flight 
While yet we lived in the night. 


It was the hour before the dawn, 

And well her lover knew the way; 

Ah! better in the darkling night 

He knew it than in day! 

So fast they ran, as if they chased 

The flying skirts of Paradise. 

Through tall bamboos that speared the moon, 
Our shadows with their shadows laced; 
Through the gardens, through the ricefields, 
Slipping close along the hedges, 

Hiding from the candid moonlight 

Till we reached the desert edges 

And a strange, untrodden land. 


The dawn came up and paled the moon; 

We ran no more, but plodded over sand; 

And in the cold grey morning came 

Into an open space among great dunes, 

Where from thin threads of grass a small thin 
wind 

Whipt elfin tunes. 

And up against us rose a lofty hill 

That set the aged woman muttering of ill. 


She told it was an evil place; 
An ancient palace, derelict, 
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Lay buried in the sand. 

She pointed up where near the crest 

The hill was rifted with a scar; 

And then another. Through such holes, 
Through such small holes, as birds into a nest, 
Had rash men crawled and lost the light of day, 
And ne’er returned to tell if aught 

They found of all the marvels they had sought. 


The sun came up behind us with a sigh 

And touched as with a spear of gold 

The crest that fringed against the sky, 

And growing hot and bold, 

Poured down the pearly sand face of the hill; 
And as it went it flamed to light 

Great jewels, emerald, sapphire-bright, 

Of palace marble, showing where the wind 
Swirling against its walls, the massive sand had 


thinned. 


Oh youth! who laughs at evil powers, 

Oh love who heeds no curses of the gods, 
These were our guides. A fearful name 
But makes a hiding-place more safe. 
(What if an aged woman chafe?) 

We climbed the slipping sand. 

We clung to grass that pricked the hand, 
We burnt beneath the sun; 
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With lips that split and tongues that clave 
We reached at last a hole that gave 
Us shelter, every one. 


Oh could I but remember 
That palace of delight! 

Its halls of twilit splendour, 
Its caves of sapphire night! 
Its gold-besetted ivory, 

Its thrones of malachite! 

The patterns of the tracery 
That sprang against the light! 
Too much that in my dream life 
I know minutely there, 
Forgotten is like music 

That fades into the air; 

But oh! my heart is haunted 
By melody most rare. 


(There lives yet in my memory 

A hall whose summit cleaved the hill, 
A fountain that was never still 

But soared to fling its slender spray 
Up to the fretted dome. 

A pool of water, marble-lipped, 
Where scaly fishes, silver-tipped, 
Slid through the silver foam; 


And a moment in the morning 
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When the sun, but newly risen, 

Like an archer with his arrow 

Oft essayed, yet sudden finds the mark, 

Shot through the ivory spandrils of a window 
Striking the fountain to her feathered heart; 
And in the seven splinters of a rainbow 

Lay on the marble floor, a shattered dart.) 


And now our lives had great content; 
Bereft of all affright 

We laughed and slept and hid by day, 

We ventured forth by night; 

Beneath the tropic moon we lay— 

Our eyes were drunk with sight; 

We ate the wild sweet fruit we found, 
Dream fruit that grew on moonlit ground. 


But frailer than a bubble 

Is the happiness of dreams, 

As frail as earthly happiness 

That first so solid seems; 

(We clutch so tight the pretty thing 
We crush the joy to which we cling.) 


The aged woman with us 
Discovered fretful ways; 

Began with grumbling discourse 
To poison all our days; 
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For the sweetmeats of the harem 
And its softly cushioned bowers; 
And now my dream leapt restlessly 
Among uneasy hours. 


The sun went slanting down the dunes 
And gilt each grain of sand, 

And turned the crimson cactus blooms 
To globes of fire and blood, 

And silhouetted each black thorn 
That spiked against the sky alone; 

And I was in a narrow way 

That led out to the open day 

With that noisy, angry crone. 


And while I prayed her to be quiet 
A hand of ice caught still my heart; 
For at the passage end remote 

I saw a swarthy face— 

Some shepherd of a starveling goat 
Had spied our hiding-place. .. . 


We watched the coming of that night 

And we were not alone, 

For Fear came in among us 

And sat down like a stone. 

From a hole that gave upon the hill 

We watched the night grow black and still; 
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As dark as if the earth itself 

Hid from our angry doom. 

And in the middle hours of night 
Came a sound we could not hear, 
Till it grew upon our senses 
From a throbbing in the ear 

To a multitude in movement 
Pouring sound into the air, 

To the bellowing of savage beasts 
Who in anger leave their lair; 
And we fled from side to side to find 
If haply ’twas not there. 


It seemed as though a window then 
Gaped open great and wide; 

A window I had never known 
Yawned in the hill side. 

And amid the crashing cymbals 
And the flare of smoking torches 
And the reddened rabble faces 

Was one, taller by a head; 

And we saw the devil fury 

Of the Master we had fled. 


Then Fear stood up among us 

And gripped us for his own, 

And clutched our tiny hearts of flesh 
Against his breast of stone, 
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And the tatters of our bravery, 
Clung to his hands of bone. 


But those two— 

The girl bride and her lover— 

Went hand in hand together 

To the great hall with the fountain 
Where they’d loved and laughed so often, 
And stood with even breath. 

And there, with heads uplifted 

Like slender pine-trees, waited 

The coming of their death. 


xIxX 


TWO LOVE SONGS 


I 


ome to me yet again, and bring 
( Your hungy heart; 
Let us clasp hands again, and play 
We're not apart. 


Put your dear lips on mine, with one 

Last lingering kiss; 

In pity close your eyes, lest I 

Their love-light miss! | 


= 


We sit in a quiet room; 

You are very far away; 

And very strange it is that I 
Who so easily could call you 
When I would, j 
Can do so no more. ; 
You are very far away, 
Though so near; i 
I sit alone in our silence, if 


My dear! 
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XX 


MUSIC SET TO WORDS 


I 


Chopin, Prelude No. 15, Op. 28 


gainst the window tapping 
A The ivy fingers beat, 
A waterspout is dripping 
Cold rain on to the street. 


And all my life goes halting, 

A bird with shattered wing; 
Like pearls its days are dropping 
From off the broken string. 


2 
Chopin, Prelude No. 4, Op. 28 


Beat on—beat on— 
Blood in my heart; 
Think on—think on— 
Thought in my brain. 


Stifle—oh stifle 

The ancient smart; 

Memory touches— 

I flinch with the pain. 
293 
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3 
Chopin, Prelude No. 6, Op. 28 


The garden of the roses 

Is loveliest at night, 

When the red are like black shadows, 
The white ones still more white. 


In the garden of the roses 
A woman walks alone; 
She listens for a footstep, 
Knowing it will not come. 


XXI 


NIGHT IN THE GARDEN 


he Countess of Canfield’s nursery- 
governess was dressing for dinner in her 
bedroom high upon the second floor of 
a big country house. The roof sloped down over 
the bed so that when she first came she bumped 
her head once or twice when she awoke and 
sat up in the night. But she liked her little room. 
“This,” she would feel, coming back to it from 
the bewildering novelties downstairs, “is me 
again. How are you, Me?” she would say with 
a whimsical smile, trying to keep her end up. 
The room held all the small store of her posses- 
sions, her modest outfit of clothes, her photo- 
graphs of home and family, her simple toilet 
articles, her few precious books—all she owned, 
in fact, was there except her deposit in the Post 
Office savings bank. It enclosed her comfortably 
and still left scope for movement. 

It was the only place in the vast and splendid 
house where she did not feel remorselessly ex- 
posed. She had lived her life before she came 
here in a small house where mostly one had one 
side of one’s person: towards a wall, one’s feet 


masked by table or chairs. But here the sweeping 
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curves of the wide staircase, those immense sa- 
loons downstairs, the terrace and great stretches 
of open lawn, all impressed her as terribly devised 
to display completely the human beings who 
moved across them. Even the nursery close by 
where she taught the two youngest children, was 
spacious and handsome, and dominating it was 
an elderly nurse with a grand manner who had 
first gone out to service as a nurse-girl with the 
Countess’s mother, and two nursemaids of a su- 
perior kind who spoke careful English. Next 
along the corridor were the younger children’s 
bedrooms and the nurse’s own room, and then 
little Lord Canfield’s bedroom and the study 
room where he worked in preparation for his 
public school with Mr. Trimmer. And some- 
where beyond she might have inferred if she 
had thought about it, which she never had, Mr. 
Trimmer’s own bedroom. All the people outside 
this little room of her own, except Mr. Trim- 
mer, were large and on the grand scale that went 
with the house. The children were stout and tall 
with flawless complexions, masses of fluffy gold 
hair and big blue eyes; the Countess herself was 
a noted beauty, and downstairs was a continual 
coming and going of guests, a god-like popula- 
tion for the big house, confident and lovely la- 
dies and handsome, distinguished-looking men 
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who might often be more than six feet high but 
never by their nature seemed less, who came to 
stay there in the intervals, it seemed, of govern- 
ing or owning or otherwise controlling large 
portions of the earth. Some of them came to lay 
siege to the Countess, for she had been a widow 
since, three years ago, her husband had been 
killed in France. 

The nursery governess at home was called 
“Mousey” but here she was Miss Bates. When 
she arrived, the children, with the directness of 
the upper-class young, asked her at once all they 
wanted to know about herself, including her 
Christian name, which was Ruth. They discussed 
it frankly without disfavour, and bestowed it 
on their next new doll. She thought of herself as 
Ruth. 

She brushed her light brown hair very neatly 
and coiled it up, and took her evening dress of 
black taffetas out of the corner wardrobe. As she 
had been with Lady Canfield now four months 
she had worn that dress already nearly a hundred 
times—there had been an interval in the spring 
when Lady Canfield had gone to the south of 
France and she had not dressed for dinner. She 
fastened round her neck, as she did every eve- 
ning, her gold chain with a tiny pendant heart 
set with seed pearls, took a clean handkerchief 
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out of the table drawer, and looked at her watch. 
It was only twenty minutes to eight. She leaned 
out of the window. 

What a beautiful evening it was! The sinking 
sun bathed the garden in golden light, the lawn 
was golden green streaked with the long cool 
shadows of trees, and the big leaves of a fig-tree 
that clung against the house shone transparent 
green gold close to her face. No one was about 
to see it, and it was the loveliest evening after 
the hot summer’s day. Everyone was indoors 
dressing for dinner. “It seems a shame,” thought 
Ruth simply, looking out at the exquisite eve- 
ning. “They can do just as they like, and they 
miss the best part of the day.” 

The golden intensity of the light grew every 
moment. It was going to be lovelier and lovelier 
now until it was dark. Reluctantly she turned 
away from the window. 

Because there was a big house-party she had 
timed her arrival in the great saloon carefully 
about a quarter of an hour before dinner so that 
she could be the first there. To enter that room 
in the presence of a crewd of people had hap- 
pened to her once and should never if she could 
help it happen again. The Countess had demo- 
cratic ideas and kindly principles, and there was 
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no separate evening meal served away from the 
dining-room for governesses, ex-governesses on 
a visit, tutors, secretary, disabled officer who 
looked after the stable and dogs, or any others of 
the secondary class of resident in the house. On 
the occasion of a house-party they might be 
placed together at a round table in the window 
bay but in the saloon before and after dinner 
they were assumed to mingle with the rest of the 
company. Ruth found herself there first as she 
had expected. 

She went across to a table strewn with books 
and began to turn them over. After a long in- 
terval a door opened close beside her, and unex- 
pectedly one of the goddesses appeared, a slim 
wisp of girlhood clothed in one narrow sheath of 
green satin like the stem of a lily. She looked as- 
tonished as though she had found the room 
empty. 

Ruth dropped her book and smiled. The girl 
smiled back. They hesitated an instant. ‘Isn’t 
it a lovely evening,” said Ruth. 

“Isn’t it too wonderful,” replied the girl, 
perching fragilely on the arm of a chair and 
staring at Ruth. Then, “It must be too lovely 
living here always.” 

“Yes,” said Ruth. 
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“Don’t you love it?” said the girl. Then the 
door swung open with a fling, almost a bang, and 
let in three young men together. 

“Oh, sorry,” they said simultaneously and 
laughed. 

“Your manners ” said the girl. 

“Oh Opal! yours usually.” 

“Hugs pushed.” 

Laughter. 

“Sit down and be quiet,” said the girl. 

“Yes, let’s sit down. Opal’s sitting down. Let’s 
all sit down nicely, like Opal.” The young man 
they called Hugs balanced on the top of a chair- 
back caricaturing her poise on the chair-arm. 
They all chattered. 

More people had come in at the other end of 
the room. An older woman was sweeping over to 
them in front of a long tail of black velvet. 
“Opal darling!” she exclaimed with a fastidious 
kiss. “Just come. Such a journey! Inverness last 
night!.Oh Mr. Hughes! Mr. Pattern!! Regi- 
nald!!! How very nice ” She gave a bright 
smile to Ruth, still on the margin of the group, 
and a handshake. ‘‘Delicious dress, Opal,” she 
wound up. 

“Jolly good stream-line,” said one of the young 
men approvingly. 

They all talked at once. There were waves of 
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chatter from the room, now filling up. Ruth 
ceased to distinguish words, heard only sounds 
rising and falling like queer music. It always 
amazed her that the Olympians had this never- 
failing flow of fresh talk and laughter ready 
whenever they met, for all the time they were 
together. Particularly the women. Olympian 
men she did sometimes see standing apart, tem- 
porarily silent; occasionally one might be seen 
smoking and pacing alone in the grounds, but 
the women never. If they were not accompanied 
and talking they seemed instantly to retire to 
their rooms. 

Everyone was moving after Lady Canfield to 
the dining-room. 

“We're quite a party at the round table to- 
night,” said Miss Clarkson, who was staying in 
the house to paint a set of water-colour views of 
the gardens, to Miss Baker who had come to or- 
ganize the new Women’s Institute. Next to them 
sat Mr. Dixon, the disabled officer aforesaid, who 
was stone deaf, and then there was Mr. Trim- 
mer and Ruth herself. Miss Clarkson and Miss 
Baker resembled one another in being dark and 
big and coiffured without frivolity, and had 
common interests that included knitted jumpers, 
long sensible walks, the Black Forest and Lu- 
cerne, and contralto songs, so that they had 
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plenty to talk about. Mr. Dixon could not talk 
to anyone. Mr. Trimmer was vaguely about 
thirty, thin-haired and rather grey, with a nar- 
row chest and a slight stoop; a bad bicycle ac- 
cident years ago had left him with a faint limp; 
he had been secretary to the late earl and so was 
an old inmate of the house. He had always talked 
to Ruth when he could, lent her books, and 
done her many a little kindness of social support 
during these bewildering house-parties. He be- 
gan to talk to her now. 

Ruth answered, and tried to listen entirely to 
him and not to let her mind wander to watch 
and listen to the big table where the gods and 
goddesses sat. But her thoughts did wander. They 
were all very gay over there, their talk and jests 
leapt from side to side of the table, their laugh- 
ter flickered about and sometimes great outbursts 
of laughter seized them all. Ruth could not help 
then trying to hear what it was all about. And 
sometimes when she heard the thing she won- 
dered why they laughed so much at it. The talk 
of the Olympians puzzled her always, it was so 
elusive, so very quick; what they actually said 
seemed so simple to say when said, so difficult 
to imagine before it was said. She would ask why 
that thing said should be so acceptable, so wel- 
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comed and applauded, while the things she said 
—but no one among the Olympians seemed to 
hear when she spoke. But then—why should 
they? Up at the top of the table sat Lady Can- 
field, brilliantly lovely, in a marvellous dress of 
sparkling silver, perfectly formed, witty and 
clever, a splendid rider, a fine tennis-player, and 
having a beautiful singing voice. Ruth could 
never take her eyes off her without an effort, 
it was marvellous that a creature could be so 
endowed. She wondered quaintly what she her- 
self would look like if she mounted on her own 
little round fair head that monstrous comb of 
brilliants that sat so queenly over Lady Canfield’s 
dark beauty. Next to her sat a big handsome 
man, slightly grizzled at the temples and with 
very fine grey eyes; he had just come back from 
North China, and he was a noted traveller, ex- 
plorer, and self-appointed diplomat. The house- 
hold, Ruth knew, favoured him as the Countess’s 
future husband. He seemed never to cease talk- 
ing or to cease to draw laughter and delight from 
those who heard him, From him Ruth’s eyes ran 
along the splendidly done men and women of 
the Olympian dinner-table. The lights from the 
towering candelabra of crystal flashed and spar- 
kled from the silver and glass, from the jewels 
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and shimmering dresses of the women, from their 
bright eyes. It was a wonderful world, thought 
Ruth, for Olympians. 

She wished she had been born a daughter of 
Lady Canfield, so that she might have grown up 
in this great house among the goddesses of the 
high table, as completely at her ease as they. 
Then she would never have stood about, an out- 
sider, wondering what to do. She would have 
been very tall, and dark, and beautiful 

Or else that fate had left her in her own small 
home at Minehead with Father and Mother. 

She wondered if the others felt as she did about 
the high table people. 

Miss Clarkson and Miss Baker, she knew, were 
putting it on that they were accustomed to liv- 
ing in this kind of place, and saw nothing at all 
extraordinary about it. It wasn’t possible to 
know what Mr. Dixon, poor man, felt or 
thought about anything. Mr. Trimmer always 
seemed at home, gently and unobtrusively at his 
ease in this magnificence. But Ruth imagined 
him at his ease anywhere. Ruth would sometimes 
have cried herself ill with nervous shyness when 
she first arrived if it had not been for Mr. Trim- 
mer. Mr. Trimmer made one feel one was all 
right. He was kind. 

By one of the chances that happen in a con- 
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fusion of talk a woman’s languid voice at the big 
table suddenly became very clear, saying in a 
tone of negligent contempt: “No—only a bi- 
cycle accident—he wasn’t in the war.” 

Mr. Trimmer! As if the war were a good club 
that he hadn’t been elected to! Had he heard? 

Impossible to say. He was talking to herself, 
perhaps his face was harder and brighter than 
usual. With a start she realized that she had been 
a little absent with him. She turned her mind 
from the high table to attend to Mr. Trimmer. 
Presently she was answering happily; she lost the 
feeling of being only a part of the wallpaper 
against which those more brilliant lives were 
played out, and became again herself a solid and 
visible personage. Nothing she said made him 
laugh, or bend forward eagerly with a retort or a 
Witticism like the Olympians did. But they 
talked and smiled contentedly, about the books 
they were reading, about the little things of 
their past day, about a walk he described to her 
and urged that she ought to take while the char- 
lock was in bloom, and then on to talk about 
places in her own home county of Somerset that 
they both knew. Ruth forgot the Olympians 
while Mr. Trimmer was talking to her. 

Dinner lasted an enormous time. There were 
pauses in the ample interchange of Miss Clark- 
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son and Miss Baker when they made an audience, 
and then Ruth was too shy to go on talking to 
Mr. Trimmer. There were silences at the round 
table. But the big table grew gayer and gayer, 
and no one there was in a hurry to make an end. 
At long last it was over, the goddesses trooped 
into the saloon and the ladies from the round 
table followed after them. 

The dining-room had been a concentration of 
soft shaded light upon the dinner-table, but the 
great rose-coloured and silver saloon they went 
back to was now ablaze with light, glittered with 
open light from end to end. Lady Canfield’s tall 
loveliness went here and there, disposing her 
guests expertly about the big room. ‘““The General 
must have his bridge,” she was saying gaily, and 
a look of contentment came into the faces of 
half a dozen people at the magic word. Two 
tables were made up, the glossy cards began to 
flicker and fall on the green cloth and a strange 
absorption to enclose the quartettes of players. 
The rest fell into intimately conversing couples 
that sat remotely, and a group that carried off 
Lady Canfield to the adjacent music-room. Five 
or six young people, including the three young 
men and the girl in green, had gone into an- 
other adjoining room, had shut the door in con- 
sideration for the bridge players and were 
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evidently engaged in some exceedingly active and 
hilarious game of their own. The lights in the 
music-room were shaded. Ruth could see through 
its doorway an exquisite glimpse of a graceful 
woman in a white dress seating herself at a harp, 
her bare arm stretching across the strings, her 
satin-shod foot on the pedal. She plucked it into 
music, and Lady Canfield’s high, brilliant voice 
floated up in song. 

Miss Clarkson and Miss Baker negotiated with 
one another in undertones; they took an unoc- 
cupied card-table and began to play piquet. Mr. 
Dixon no doubt had gone to the billiard-room. 
It was so fortunate, said every one, that he liked 
billiards. Mr. Trimmer must have retreated to 
the library. If she had been a man, Ruth thought, 
that was what she would have done. But what 
should she do? It was frightfully hot in this 
room; great banks of flowering plants, filling 
corners and recesses, poured out a heavy scent. 
How queer this room was, hot, dazzlingly lit, 
with its little concentrated groups of people in- 
tent on their games. 

What odd things games were! Here were these 
people dotted now in separate groups about these 
rooms, each group as if enclosed in some invisible 
crystal of seclusion: They sat engrossed, they 
made the ordered movements dictated by their 
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game, they became something that was me- 
chanical, they ceased to be of flesh and blood, 
akin. She was as alone and unnoted as in the 
company of clockwork toys. She could hear the 
rattle of their machinery: 

Click. “Your deal.” 

Click. “Shall I deal for you?” 

Click. “Three hearts.” 

Click. ‘“Three spades.” 

Click. Click. Click. 

How hot it was! Lady Canfield seemed to be 
singing at the top of her voice. 

The heat, the loneliness, the scent! This curi- 
ous feeling stealing over her—was it faintness? 

She mustn’t faint. Very quietly she slipped out 
of the open door close by into the corridor. 

It was cooler there, and the lights lower. She 
would stay there a few moments and recover. 
Perhaps no one would notice if she went away to 
her bedroom instead of going back. 

It was cooler. The French windows behind 
those dark, straight-hanging curtains must be 
open. One curtain moved forward and back in 
the draught, and a thread of moonlight was shot 
for an instant on the floor like a poniard of shin- 
ing steel, 

Moonlight! 

She went over to the curtain and lifted its. 
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edge. The window stood open upon the terrace, 
the white stone shone as if it were day. She 
stepped out. 

Out of the heat and glare and noise and laugh- 
ter into the cool and silent night! The heavy 
curtain fell, the glittering magnificence behind 
it faded from her mind, a tinsel sham. Here was 
another world, a world of magic silence, a world 
that lifted to the stars, a world wherein that 
overwhelming house lay like a little pebble on the 
earth, a world of marvellous moonlit beauty, of 
black and silver light. The moonlight fell full 
upon her, clothing her in a fairy garment of 
moonshine. She was a Cinderella magically 
touched. She moved softly across the terrace and 
on to the noiseless grass among the flowers. 

The divine sweetness of the air! The air was 
the scented breath of night herself, the velvet 
breath of roses asleep and dreaming of their bee- 
haunted noon. Close to Ruth a mass of white 
clematis blossom gazed upwards at the moon, 
and down beside the path in clusters went the 
starry nicotine, that slattern of the daylight, 
with every petal parted to allure some soft- 
winged dusky lover to her lips. All the night 
world was strange and breathless and still, and 
yet awake and intensely alive; tiny noises broke 

‘the silence, faint cries, crepitations, fluttered 
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leaves. Something like a big white feather floated 
past the trees; a rustling at Ruth’s feet startled 
her and there tumbled out upon the grass a 
little dark bundle of a hedgehog that scooted off 
busily, poking his nose this way and that. 

“Like a busy old woman shopping,” thought 
Ruth. 

Could she dare to go further? Beyond the 
flower-beds was a belt of tall trees, black and 
mysterious, and beyond them was the lake. Was 
the lake very lovely under the moon? If she were 
a man and not this tethered thing that she was, 
she would go there, and take the dinghy that was 
tied up to the bank, and float out—into a lake 
of silver? And stay there hour after hour alone 
with the night, watching the moon pass across 
the sky and fall at last over the edge of the world. 
The stirring life of the night would be hushed, 
the darkness would be utter and profound. With 
all the rest of nature one would fall asleep, and 
sleep deeply, peacefully, and wake with the stir- 
ring dawn 

What was that? 

Someone was down there in the garden, some- 
one standing quite still. Watching her? Moving 
now and coming towards her. She turned shyly 
to escape, and stepped back upon the terrace. It 
was Mr. Trimmer. She stopped, irresolute. 
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“You have come out too?” he said softly. “I 
thought when I first saw you that the terrace 
had been given a new statue, a little statue all of 
silver and ebony. Come out among the flowers.” 

“T must go in,” said Ruth demurely. 

He stood on the grass beneath her, looking up 
at her. 

““Doesn’t this matter?” he said. 

“This?” 

“The beauty of the world.” 

Ruth gave a little cry in answer, and lifted 
her arms to the moon. 

“Come.” 

She hesitated, and glanced back at the cur- 
tained windows. 

_ “Oh, they never come out here when it is dark 
and the moon shines and the grass is wet and 
white with dew. Why did you come?” 

“Tt was so hot,” said Ruth. “They are all sit- 
ting in those hot rooms, with the curtains drawn 
close. I could not bear it... .” 

“Don’t go back to it yet.” 

She yielded. She stepped from the terrace. 

They walked down the grassy path in silence. 
At the end he turned with a gesture to look back. 
The darkness of the great house, dotted above 
with yellow-lit windows, uprose behind the 
moonlit flowers. 
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“Why do they not come out?” she said softly. 
“All this beauty waits for them and they do not 
come.” 

He answered as softly: “The beauty of the 
world waits for all humanity and they do not 
come.” 

Ruth whispered: “Do I know what you 
mean?” 

“Before I saw you I was thinking how like 
those hot rooms are to human lives. The busy 
fretful lives people lead! With thick curtains 
drawn close to shut out beauty. And outside, 
this wilderness of beauty, all this loveliness of 
the world and the universe of those stars, wait- 
ing patiently. Till men choose to come and take 
it for their own.” 

Ruth was silent for 2 moment. “Will they 
ever come?”’ she asked. 

“Some day perhaps. Perhaps never. Far down 
the ages, with the spirit of man hushed for ever, 
the beauty of the world may be left alone.” 

““We are seeing this bit of it,”” whispered Ruth. 

He did not answer at once. Then: “Let us 
see all we can,” he said. 

They walked in silence between the flowers. 

He whispered: “Can you smell the sweetness 
here?” 

“Night stock!” 
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“And here—the sour sweet of those evening 
primroses?” 

“Yes. I love it. They grow at home.” 

“Do you know they are giving all they have; 
they have only this night to live. At sunset they 
unfurled those flawless blossoms, and sunrise will 
fade them and they will hang withered. Only 
this night! Come this way—there are lilies i 

He guided her to a side alley between the flow- 
ers and stopped. Ruth caught her breath in 
delight. On either hand tall ranks of white ma- 
donna lilies stood sentinel, pouring out their ul- 
timate perfume. 

She could not speak. She had no words. She 
was close to tears. They stood silently together, 
and in silence walked slowly down the path 
between the moonlit lilies to a grassy space be- 
neath the shadow of great trees. There was a 
white seat, flecked with the pattern of overhang- 
ing boughs. 

They sat down side by side. 

After a moment they turned as if with the 
same thought and looked at one another. Ruth’s 
face relaxed into a shy smile. 

“Why were you so miserable at dinner?” he 
asked. 

“T wasn’t really miserable.” 

“Yes, you were. You were looking at the other 
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table—so wistfully. And once there were tears 
in your eyes. What were you thinking then?” 

“Oh, silly things.” 

Tell me.” 

“They looked so splendid. I . 

“What?” 

“They always do. They are so brillian and 
confident and clever and happy 

Txesr 

“Everything belongs to them.” 

“Yes, it does. Was it that put tears in your 
eyes?” 

“T was wishing—it was silly—I could be beau- 
tiful too and have—beautiful clothes—and talk 
—so that people would listen.” 

“J know. I understand.” 

“I can’t help it. I feel that, often. It’s silly. 
Everyone is kind to me.” 

“Very kind. And besides being so kind, they 
hurt you badly, don’t they?” 

“T suppose so. . . . They don’t mean to.” 

He looked at her, not speaking. 

She whispered: “Do they ever—hurt you 
too?” 

He hesitated. “Yes. They hurt. Life hurts.” 

“Titer” 

With a gesture of both hands he indicated his 
slight body, touched his lamed leg. “Life is a 
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long journey to go—with a third-class ticket.” 

She uttered a soft note of understanding. For 
a moment she could not speak, seeking in her 
mind some comfort for him in his desolate 
avowal. 

“But we look out of the window,” she said 
timidly—“‘at this Hi 

“Tf they let us,” he answered with a nod at the 
distant house. “They suppose us now caged in 
their rooms, hemmed in with hewn and hacked 
lumps of wood and twisted metal that they call 
furniture, with enough air to keep our hearts 
beating, shut each in our own silence; while out- 
side this goddess that is the night walks the earth 
in beauty for all men to see. You know, if they 
knew, they wouldn’t even let us—be here.” 

“Oh!” she cried, afire with rebellion. 

“Well, would they?” 

She was silent. ““No,” she said, very quietly. 

Suddenly they were clinging together with 
their arms tightly about one another, sobbing like 
unhappy children. His head was on her shoul- 
der; they clung to one another as if against some 
force that would tear them apart. They clung 
until their storm of tears was spent. Then he 
lifted his head, and they faced each other in the 
shadowed moonlight, his hands clasped behind 
her neck. Her face was quivering. 
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“Ruth,” he breathed. 

“What has happened to us?” she said in a 
breaking voice. 

“Love,” he whispered, almost below her hear- 
ing; and gazed at her white-faced, hushed and 
strained. 

She broke away from him with a little cry. 

“Oh no!” he cried out. “Ruth! Don’t leave 
me alone—again 7 

She turned her eyes to him, and her agitation 
crumpled to tenderness and pity. She gave her 
hands to his hungry clasp. He was trembling, 
trying to speak a word unfamiliar to his tongue. 

“T love you,” he whispered huskily. 

“But—I don’t understand—this.” 

“TY don’t understand. Does it matter?” 

“You never seemed to think of me—like this.” 

“No. But I loved you when I saw you on the 
terrace in the moonlight.” 

“Why?” 

“How can I tell why? Something—it was like 
being seized by a strong hand—gripped together. 
Don’t you feel it? Both of us—lonely, unhappy. 
Oh, come back into my arms. You are trem- 
bling, you tiny thing—you are not cold?” 

*““No, no——” 

“Dear! you wanted to be beautiful—if you 
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could see your face now! It is like some ex- 
quisite flower fe 

“Tt isn’t 

“Tt is, my dear. And your eyes like dark pools 
of shadow. And you wanted to be dressed beau- 
tifully 

Pegi 

“From head to foot in cloth of silver. You 
wanted to talk, so that people would listen. Here 
I am listening for every word—every word. Lis- 
tening to your very breathing. Talk to me— 
speak to me on 

“But I never thought of you before—like Ae 
—and now, in 2 moment—why?” 

“T don’t know. Why trouble to know? Let 
us be happy now and forget the Big House and 
the Big People. Love is with us to-night, not with 
them. Perhaps Love is a god, a living god and a 
hunter of men—for sport, and he passed when 
you were coming through the window and I 
was in the garden. Perhaps he was going to the 
big drawing-room. Going to make mischief. 
And he saw us—the nursery governess and the 
secretary tutor. What a joke it would be to take 
us—who never dreamt of being taken. So he 
seized us for his playthings, and now he is drum- 
ming upon our hearts this tune, throbbing in 
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your breast and mine. He does what he will with 
us. Dearest, I care not what he does so that he is 
with us now. Do not fret him with questions. 
Perhaps to-morrow he will tire of us and turn 
to play once more with bigger game. But to- 
night he holds us. In this kindly darkness. It does 
not show that your dress is shabby, dear, and that 
your poor little shoes are crumpled at the toes. 
It does not show that my hair is touched with 
grey. I’m weedy stuff by the common stand- 
ards i 

*“No, no!” she protested. 

“T am, dearest. When the darkness does not 
shield me. To-morrow this Love god will have 
dropped his playthings into the daylight, and 
all these things will show.” 

“JT do not care if they do,” she said shyly but 
earnestly. ““Why should we not love as well as 
other people? Why should we not be more 
happy than those people who are in that blazing 
place?” 

“Oh, little Ruth,” he said sadly. “How can 
we be?” 

“We are,” she said stoutly. 

He was silent. He held her hand against his 
lips, broodingly. Then he got up, as if he would 
dismiss his thoughts. “Come, dear. and let me 
show you all the beauty I can while this magic 
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lasts.” He put his arm about her shoulders, and 
drew hers about himself, and so embraced they 
walked slowly through the trees, stopping now 
and then, looking up through the dark fretwork 
of the leaves at the starry sky. 

“T was here only a few moments ago, aching 
with loneliness.” 

“And I was miserable in the house.” 

“Little Ruth, soon I must take you back to the 
house. Soon our little hour of loveliness will 
have gone. But first let me show you the lake. 
It will be something you will always remember, 
Ruth, something that must lie always warm at 
your heart, this night of Love made beautiful. 
Love! To-night all the world is in love. Look at 
the lake water, dreaming in bliss. Come out on 
this platform and look down into the water, 
velvet black beneath us. Ssh! We have stirred the 
sleeping waterfowl in the reeds. Hear the chuck- 
ling little questions they are asking one another. 
It’s nothing. . . . All this side of the water 
black, black beyond seeing—and creeping across 
the water over there that pale mist, hiding the 
reeds so that only their tasselled heads stick up 
above it. I’ve seen that in a picture somewhere, 
a picture of Japan. Would you like to travel, 
Ruth, and see places like Japan?” 

Like!” she breathed. 
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“You never will, Ruth. Nor I. You might get 
to Japan some day, but you’d have somebody’s 
child to mind. That isn’t travel. All that be- 
longs to the people in the house. That is why 
‘ Love will get tired of us to-morrow, because he 
knows how little we can do that will interest him. 
Love is for soft clear skins and fresh youth and 
loveliness and stalwart bodies. He won’t like my 
limp, Ruth, in the daylight. It amuses him now, 
but it will bore him to-morrow and he’ll just 
drop us.” He mimicked the languid lady: “He'll 
find out ‘he wasn’t in the war!’ ” 

Ruth clenched her fist with indignation. “Oh. 
that woman!” 

He laughed. “Oh, it’s true—to-morrow’s 
truth.” 

“Why do you say that?” she said, bewilder- 
ment breaking in her voice. “You talk as if this 
—to-night—were a game.” 

Her voice trembled. Her mind had been run- 
ning with an undertow of happy concrete im- 
ages, like the pictures in a Stofes catalogue. 
Page 1354, Engagement Rings. ““This—isn’t a 
joke, is it? A kind of joke you are playing with 
me?” 

“God forbid, my dear one,” he said very ear- 
nestly. “But what do you think is before us, the 
you and me that the daylight will reveal? Do you 
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think we shall go on to marriage and a home 
for you and all the rest of it? Would they have 
me even for a schoolmaster, do you think, with 
my halting leg and my battered body? I don’t 
know, dear. I have never thought of such things, 
never wanted them before. But do not think 
I do not love you, dear, however I may fail you 
in fulfilling the common program of a lover. 
Love is our god now, and to-morrow we will 
keep faith with each other, although he may 
laugh at our poverty.” 

“I will keep faith,” she said very solemnly. 

Their hands clasped in promise. 

“We want so little,” she said. 

“No, I want much. I must teach you to want 
everything.” 

“T won’t. I’ll be happy with almost nothing.” 

He did not speak for a moment. Then he said: 
“What is your dream of a happy life? You must 
have dreamed dreams. Tell me.” 

She smiled with her arm tucked under his, and 
looked wistfully across the water. “Why, I 
would have a tiny house. .. .” There flashed 
into her mind a particular china teapot with a 
rosebud on it that she had seen once in a shop in 
Minehead. 

“We will not have a tiny house!” he exclaimed, 
so loudly that she shuddered and put her hand 
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up to his face and said, “Hush, hush!” “We will 
live in no tiny house that you can fill with the 
smell of boiling cabbage-water. I was born in a 
tiny house—and I will not live in one. I will live 
in space—space and beauty—beauty too or I will 
not live. . . . Ah-h-h-h!” 

He had stepped backward off the edge of the 
wooden platform and fallen with a great splash 
into the black water below. A vast horrible tu- 
mult and it seemed she saw his dark head in the 
heaving shadows. “Ruth!” his voice came—a 
strangled struggling cry. 

She flung herself on her knees and leant over. 
*“Here, here!” she cried into the darkness. Her 
hand was touched for an instant by a slippery 
grasp. 

“Here!” She stretched further, clutched, and 
overbalanced. .. . 

They struggled, they fought for life, for that 
life that they had found so poorly furnished for 
them and which yet had held the beauty of the 
world and the quick fire in their hearts. They 
struggled vainly, they clutched each other fa- 
tally, and the soft impassive water flowed over 
them and smothered their unheard cries, covered 
them at last and rippled outwards, swaying the 
reeds by the shore, rippling ever more quietly and 
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slowly until the ripples ceased altogether and the 
lake was placid smooth. 

The hushed small sounds of the night crept 
back; a bird clucked, a fish leapt. There was the 
whisper of a breeze as if Love himself sighed, 
and through the swaying branches the silver 
petals of the moon fell once more upon the mir- 
ror of the pond. 
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